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SONG FOR THE WELSH CHARITY. 

Waked by the heartfelt theme, the Muse 
With joy her pleasing task pursues ; 
Spreads forth her wing with eager zest, 
To cheer with song the generous breast ; 
To grace man's noblest feelings with her praise, 
And chant the worth the British breast displays. 

Here, train'd to Virtue, Hope, and Truth, 
Behold the rising Cambrian youth, 
Led up to life from earliest birth, 
And nursed at once to use and worth. 

Here, holy Charity, with godlike face, 

Spreads her blest smile o'er Misery's rescued race. 

Here, too, while private Virtue sheds 
Her bounties o'er these infant heads, 
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2 SONG FOR THE WELSH CHARITY. 

The noblest Prince on Europe's ground 
Throws his paternal arms around ; 
While all his* royal heart, that melts to bless, 
Beams from an eye that ever soothes distress. 

See, too, the chief of Cambria's earth, 
Of ancient race and ancient worth, 
Proud of the task on Virtue laid, 
Pour forth, in Bounty's stream, his aid ; 
While prayers of joy roar forth the youthful band, 
And Echo rings " Sir Watkin ! " through the land. 

Here, round the board, in honour due, 
Sit ranged the good preceptors too, 
The guardians of well-order'd rule, 
Who mould the mind and guide the school ; 
The heads, that o'er the virtuous charge have place 
To form with British pride this British race. 

Pleased, while we here behold a sight 
That 4 gods would look on with delight, 
And those best sympathies arise 
That charm the heart and fill the eyes, 
Oh I may the charm through endless time expand, 
And drooping Want still find a lifting hand I 



TO A ROBIN RED-BREAST, 



That came into my room, at Arundel Castle, in the 
hard frost of 1813. 



Fly, little pity-moving guest, 

To Delia's eye divine ; 
Bid her behold thy glowing breast, 

Who ne'er would look on mine. 

Perhaps for thee she '11 find a tear, 
Who tearless saw me pine ; 

Perhaps thy note may charm that ear 
That still was deaf to mine. 

If, then, thou findest her bosom move 
With Pity's sigh, for thine : 

Oh ! in that moment, fair to love, 
Blest bird ! remember mine. 

Tell her, in accents melting sweet, 
While Pity's hands incline 

To scatter comforts at thy feet, 
One grain should drop at mine. 
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THE VETERAN BACCHANAL. 

I am an old Bacchanal, quite worn oat, 
Once leader of many a jolly bout ; 
But the game 's all up, and the show 's gone by, 
And now an old bore and a twaddle am I. 

Sad proof my body and mind could bring 
That it 's time to cut, and move out o' the ring : 
The proofs are too many, alas I by far; 
But a few are sufficient, — and here they are. 

When I try to sing I but hawk and hem, 
Through a choking struggle of husky phlegm ; 
Half-strangled, I hack it out, bit by bit, 
And my chorus is always a coughing fit. 

I try to joke, but my memory fails, 
And ten times over I tell old tales : 
But I tell them, alas ! to stones i' the wall 
For no one, I find, ever listens at all. 



THE VETERAN BACCHANAL. 

When I see folks laughing I cock my ear, 
But of all that 's said not a word I hear ; 
And if upon paper the joke should be, 
My eyes so water 1 1 nothing can see. 

When I take my wine I Ve a hiccupping bout. 
It meets the wind, and it all flies out ; 
Each breath the struggling strife's increased, 
And the wheezing lasts for an hour at least. 

I daub my clothes when I feed my chops, 
From my trembling fork my meat still drops ; 
Aside ten times in an hour I creep, 
And when I 'm not , I 'm fast asleep. 

I Ve many a pull, and a shove, and a slap, 
For I snore like a hog when I take my nap ; 
But to silence or rouse me is all in vain, 
For as fast as I 'm waked I m snoring again. 

When I take my seat, be it where it will, 
While others are warm, I am always chill ; 
And wherever I 'm placed, I 'm sure to find 
That an air comes in on my neck behind. 

When I Ve had one glass I must say " good night; 
Ere mirth begins I am wasted quite ; 



» THE VETERAN BACCHANAL. 

And if I one hour exceed this plan, 
For a week, at least, I m a dying man. 

I 'm now as unfit for prose as song, 
I know nothing of fashion, or style, or ton ; 
And who 'd give a doit for an old man's prate, 
That 's out of all season, or mode, or date. 

When they talk of their f&tes and balls, alack ! 
They rise to my view half a century back ; 
And if on young beauties they praise bestow, 
The charms of their grandmothers all I know. 

But of all the evils my age has brought, 
The one most painful in act and thought 
Is to lose the joys of this board at last, 
And quit the ground where my life has past. 

Here dwelt my solace for cares and woes, 
For here the sun of my day still rose ; 
Then judge of a grateful heart's regret, 
To feel that the sun is for ever set. 

A warning shadow on Mirth I lie, 
And when I am off it *s a cloud gone by ; 
To all live spirits, that charm the room, 
I'ma -death's-head lesson of what 's to come. 



THE VETERAN BACCHANAL. 



So I '11 bid farewell to the jovial scene, 
Where a fading figure should ne'er be seen ; 
I '11 take a hint from my warning cough, 
Quit my jade of a Muse, and — Morris off! 
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THE CALL OBEYED. 

A sweet request from you to sing 

So speeds the flight of my Muse's wing, 

She scorns delays while the heart obeys, 
And offers her tongue to prove the thing. 
But while my Muse shall the proof supply, 
Your ears awhile on the rack must lie ; 

For though she can think over paper and ink, 
All voice and all music the Fates deny. 

In hopes of pity, I dare the task ; 

For great 's the hope when the ladies ask ! 
And quickly I try, at a glance from their eye, 

In the sprightly and favouring beam to bask. 

So sweet is the cheerful strife to please, 

So great the reward that the Fair decrees. 
For me on this earth, it 's the world's whole worth ; 

And I'm ready the moments of joy to seize. 



THE CALL OBEYED. ' 

From you I gather all charms of song, 
If any there be on my tuneless tongue ; 

The pulse of the heart is the source of my art, 
And to you all its bliss and its mirth belong. 
It 's true in Memory's storehouse lies 
A world of sweets that the past supplies ; 

But the lips that live, when their smiles they give, 
More quicken my brain, and more charm my eyes. 

Then take my ditty, though rough the strain ; 

The line may please, though the voice may pain : 
It 's all the excuse I have got for my Muse, 

And if you admit it, she '11 sing again. 

I see, in the looks that round me play, 

The grace of your smiles rewards my lay ; 
And, as that 's all the scope of my wish or my hope, 

I sing in a triumph of joy to-day. 

This fount, now warm with Reflection's light, 

Stands ready to charm my time-worn sight ; 
And willing 's my hand not to let it thus stand, 

But teach it to flow through, my lips to-night. 

And well it knows the road to stray ; 

For near an age hath it flow'd that way, 
And never yet stopp'd till a flower it dropp'd, 

To deck out the breast of the Muse more gay. 

b5 



10 THE CALL OBEYED. 

Yes ! still my cups, with a mellowing art, 
Soft tints to Memory's dreams impart ; 

Each drop, as it goes, a fresh colouring throws 
O'er visions that life has spread round my heart. 
Then wonder not that I sip to sing, 
When this balm of Life such a bliss can bring. 

There lives in the bowl all the worth of my soul ; 
And sweet is the taste of the magic spring. 

When Love's pure light has illumed our days, 
The holy flame round the glass still plays : 

The spirits that rise bring the heart to the eyes, 
And a sip of the Nectar the charm will raise. 
If hearts here, fated like mine, there be, 
Their joys revived in this fount they '11 see ; 

And every breast will in spirit be blest^ 

If they '11 throw on their bosoms' a drop with me„ 

The cup that Hebe to Jove conveys 

No sweeter vision of joy can raise, 
Than these drops impart to a love-stored heart, 

When they sprinkle the spark that delights to blaze. 

Then quick let's wake the slumbering bliss; 

The charm *s at hand, — for it lives in this ! 
To the heart it goes, — with a health to those 

Who have chorus'd the song that I now dismiss. 
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THE BIRTH-DAY. 

Time 's mark'd a year more on my tally ; 

But mark'd with the finger of Mirth, 
And left, what in life I most value, 

The friends who now honour my birth. 
But how shall so humble a poet 

A boon so distinguish^ repay ? 
Can my pen with due gratitude show it ? 

Or tongue tell the pride of this day ? 

Upheld by this kind estimation, 

High cheer'd by the grace of this board, 
My strength seems renew'd in creation, 

My age to youth's spirits restored. 
I waive what I long had intended, — 

My time-wasted Muse to dismiss ; 
And, proudly and sweetly befriended, 

I hold her for moments like this. 



12 THE BIRTH-DAY. 

In youth, if my song I gave over, 

Fresh charms from the fair or the flask 
Still won back the toper or lover, 

And spurr'd the warm Muse to her task ; 
And now, when Time bids me retire, 

And Fancy's dim light 's a mere gleam, 
The spark is fresh flush'd into fire 

By rays that from Royalty beam. 

Thus Flaccus sung gayer and faster, 

By favour imperial inspired ; 
A smile from the lip of Rome's master 

Still gave him fresh life when he tired. 
But in love, or the joys of the table, 

He ran a short course upon earth ; 
He lived not to play with Life's fable, 

Like me, through a century's mirth. 

But, ah I what I owe this preceptor ! 

I trod in his steps, and was blest : 
The hand that sustains Britain's* sceptre 

Long lifted my Muse and caress'd ; 
And now, when the spade waits to ground me, 

And Gloominess darkens my day, 
The glory of Brunswick shines round me, 

And bids me still bask in its ray. 
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THE BIRTH-DAY. Id 

While I see, in the friends who now meet me, 

How favour and fervour unite ; 
How Royalty deigns here to greet me ; 

How hearts mellow round me to-night : 
On, judge what I feel 'midst this pleasure, 

That shows I yet hold upon earth 
A heart worthy Friendship's sweet treasure, 

A Muse ever welcome to Mirth ! 

High charm'd, through a day beyond prizing, 

With full tide of spirits in play, 
I feel, while its joys I 'm revising, 

My soul 's had its revel to-day. 
Then take, my illustrious protector, 

Dear friends, take, since now we must part, 
Oh, take, in this brimmer of Nectar, 

The full-flowing thanks of my heart ! 
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THE END OF THE RACE. 

At length I 'm too old for all mirth, 
I Ve lived out the lease of my pleasure. 

'T was a long one, I own, from my birth ; 

And I Ve used the full length of the measure. 

The gods, for Life's race, sent me down 
A Pegasus nothing could tether ; 

And he 's run a light course, I must own, 
* For in weight he but carry'd a feather. 

So easy I Ve rode through this race, 

So well has the course been attended, 
I 'm loth that my spirit and pace 

Should now, by long service, be end$d : 
And as the turf veteran still steers, 

By the smack of the whip, to the stable ; 
So the smack of a cork in my ears 

Wafts my soul to the joys of the table. 



A 



' THE END OF THE RACE. 15 

There for me the earth's dross still refines, 

The glass clears the mist in a minute ; 
There a sunny reflection still shines, 

And no tinge of Care's shadow is in it. 
But as all mortal prospects must fade, 

And life is a chequer'd condition ; 
I now feel my blessing decay'd, 

And Time claim his hateful partition. 

Ah ! there lies the mournful effect 

That Time's chilling finger produces : 
When our strength, by his touch, he has check'd, 

And leaves the heart's heat to vain uses ; 
When the poor feeble fabric denies 

The glow the gay spirit 's possessing ; 
When the body in impotence lies, 

And the soul sees the wreck of her blessing. 

All that Life then presents, to our Age 

Is the woe-shaded sketch of past pleasure. 
Where Memory unfolds us her page, 

To pick out the sweets of her treasure. 
But, alas ! they 're so mingled and twined 

With the weeds that Time weaves with the flowers, 
That no solace from Memory I find, 

But a tear for my lost happy hours. 



16 THE END OF THE RACE. 

But let me not murmur or pine ; 

No mortal, of all the earth's brothers, 
Sat longer beneath his own vine, 

Or longer beneath that of others. 
Bacchus spread me a vineyard at large, 

Bade, me cherish its fruits and its beauty ; 
Nature fitted my frame for the charge, 

And the world says I 've well done my duty. 

Now, alas ! the sweet charge I resign : 

In the vineyard are many who labour 
But I feel that, in spreading the vine, 

I shall not be outdone by a neighbour. 
But all joys may he ever command 

Who shares them as free as he found them ; 
Ever hold all Life's pleasures in hand, 

If he hold but to scatter them round him. 
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EXPERIENCE. 

Oh I argue not with me, my friend, 

On my gay course of living ; 
I take whate'er the gods will send, 

And send them my thanksgiving. 
I try to relish well the grace 

Their mercies offer to me ; 
And ready meet, in every case, 

All favours that they do me. 

My tongue derides no moral thought, 

No ribald themes now stir it ; 
For vice, I know, has never brought 

True joy to mortal spirit. 
Within, a guard of honour lies, 

That ever now instructs me ; 
To him I turn my doubting eyes, 

And safely he conducts me. 
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18 EXPERIENCE. 

I 've seen, when view'd the course of guilt, 

How end those who begin it ; 
Well know o'er Shame's abyss it 's built, 

For fools to tumble in it. 
I Ve seen how vainly, night and morn, 

Experience shows her lesson ; 
How rashly Vice, in Wisdom's scorn, 

Still seeks from Sin a blessing. 

I Ve seen how crafty knaves expect 

Fair ends from foul endeavour ; 
How Cunning works on Trust's neglect, 

And Fraud o'erreaches Favour. 
I 've seen how man, when urged to stray 

As daring Hope entices, 
Laments his heart, thus cast away, 

And wreck'd amidst its vices. 

Then think not that a man who hath 

This proof, to guide his rambles, 
Will deviate from Life's fairest path, 

And stray 'midst thorns and brambles. 
Think not a heart past youth will yield 

The truths Experience taught it ; 
Or throw aside a holy shield, 

That Age hath kindly brought it. 



EXPERIENCE. 19 

No ! — Trust me, 'midst my cheerful day, 

A sacred spirit guides me ; 
A holy limit bounds my way, 

And duty still decides me : 
This prunes my frolic Muse's wing, 

Corrects my Fancy's power ; 
Still cheers my bosom, as I sing, 

And charms my jovial hour. 

Then cease, my friend, your pious zeal. 

You say you 're grave and pensive : 
To hearts thus form'd the sad to feel, 

We know the gay *s offensive. 
But were 't not better, in this case, 

You joy from me should borrow, 
Than I should shift my happy days, 

To mope, with you, in sorrow. 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

I 've reason'd on life and its views, 

Well weigh'd both its course and its aim ; 
Clad in Thought's gravest garment my Muse^ 

And mingled with vapour her flame ; 
Turn'd all sides of the picture about, 

Cast all light and all shade on the plan : 
And at last, for my blessing, found out 

Grateful mirth s the due worship of man. 

My maxim will fail, I 'm afraid, . 

With hearts of more splenetic hue ; 
The eye that sees Nature in shade 

Won't hold my philosophy true. 
To these solemn souls I must say, 

" Why look in mid-day for the night ? 
Though Fate mix the dull and the gay, 

We may turn from the dark to the light 
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THE DISCOVERY. 21 

So fair has my portion been cast, 

So cheering the light on my track, 
That I 've gaily tripp'd on to the last, 

With the flowers of Mirth at my back ; 
Still wreathing these flowers in song, 

To strew them my Muse was intent ; 
And blithely she scamper' d along, 

Still dropping a leaf as she went. 

I needn't here tell in my verse 

How long Health repay 'd me for that ; 
How Nature, my kind-hearted nurse, 

Took care of her frolicsome brat : 
The Muse, by my scrawls, can disclose 

The time that I Ve blotted her page ; 
And Echo could tell, if she chose, 

That I Ve bawl'd to her nearly an age. 

In youth, through the farce of my life, 

With a glass I still brighten'd the scene ; 
Kept off the Fates' scissars or knife, 

And foil'd the slow poison of Spleen : 
Now it brings me the bliss of the old, 

A fresh latter Spring in my wane ; 
And, no doubt, if my course so long hold, 

It will cheer me in childhood again. 



22 THE DISCOVERY* 

But I find, as in age we go down, 

We should strengthen the cordial we di 
And Mirth should, to keep up her tone, 

Take spirit, as spirit may sink. 
So 1 11 quicken the twinkling decay 

With a drop on the spark till it clears ; 
And I trust it will brighten my day, 

Till I rival old Nestor in years. 
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THE CHOICE. 

Fain would I learn from Wisdom's voice 

What fits man's mental power ; 
What course of thought should he his choice. 

To suit his passing hour ; 
What track is traced hy Nature's God, 

Which hest would Heaven ohey ; 
If Fancy's flowery path be trod, 

Or Reason's shady way. 

Oft have I poised this question's weight, 

Oft hoped the truth to gain ; 
But still this scale of hidden fate 

Hung balanced in my brain. 
So chequer'd is the scene below, 

So temper'd is the mind, 
Man's erring steps in doubt still go, 

And Thought still wanders blind. 
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For me, I own, in Fancy's field 

My soul delights to be ; 
All joys that Life's condition yield, 

There have their joys for me. 
There springs the grateful stream, whose power 

Still swells my heart with praise ; 
There life receives her blissful hour, 

Which pious joy repays. 

Still, when I turn my searching eye 

O'er worldly lot to grieve, 
My shaded thoughts for sunshine fly 

Back to the bliss I leave. 
Man's real woe still sinks my heart; 

But, ere my fears can pain, 
My hopes take wing, and eager dart 

To Fancy's realms again. 

There must I live, there dwell my mind, 

Though Reason mock my dream ; 
For there a channel clear I find 

To turn Life's troubled stream. 
My Muse, with Nature's freshest bloom, 

There builds her Bower of Bliss ; 
There gilds, with brightest tints, the gloom 

That shadows worlds like this. 
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Then fix'd am I this path to tread, 

Whatever the sage may say ; 
For all the worth of heart or head 

Adorns this flowery way. 
Devotion lives throughout the dream, 

Each Virtue 's robed in charms ; 
Sweet all our contemplations seem, 

And lull'd are all alarms. 

When common tasks condemn my mind 

To mix in worldly care, 
Like banish'd Love, I always find 

My mind is never there. 
E'en 'midst the cheering cup of Mirth 

Its power I but employ 
To soar beyond the range of earth, 

And reach a purer joy. 

I find, in fields where Fancy trips 

Care's foot will rarely stroll ; 
And that the fount where Bacchus sips 

Best soothes the pensive soul. 
There, fearless, I my footsteps shape, 

With holy spirit play ; 
For mine 's a balmy hallow'd grape, 

That betters still my day. 
vol. u. c 
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AMERICAN SONG DURING THE WAR. 

Jump for joy, Jonathan ; 

Jig away, Jemima ; 
War '11 come,' and Boston town 

Will soon be rich as Lima. 
Let the helpmates work lay by, 

Set the negroes boozing ; 
Bring the yams and pumpkin pie, 

And let 's be all carousing. 

All the township 's in a stir ; 

Bold, I vow, as thunder ; 
Brisk, as bees, to brave the seas, 

And store the British plunder ; 
Privateering 's all the cry 

Down the slips and ferry ; 
Praised be the Lord on high, 

That makes us all so merry I 
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Non-intercourse but makes us worse, 

Leaves us idle losers, 
Only serves to vex and starve. 

And rot our craft and cruisers. 
Now for sea we 're loose and free, 

Booty 'U soon restore us ; 
Thick as hail, we '11 drive and sail, 

And sweep off all before us ! 

Seth and Nathan, come, be spry, 

Let 's get out the lugger ; 
We '11 off upon a leeward run, 

And nab the rum and sugar. 
Our prayers to rove are heard above, 

The Holy One hath found us ; 
The Lord decrees we range the seas, 

And plunder all around us. 

Blessed time for spouse and babes — 

Reuben, Ruth, and Dinah ! 
British stores will load our shores 

From here to Carolina. 
Jehovah reigns upon the land, 

Jehovah rules the water ; 
He '11 fill the floods with British goods, 

And save the saints from slaughter. 
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Jacob, mount the pacing pad, 
Go right forth to Salem ; 

Bring aunt Sue, and Rachel too, 
With Issachar and Balaam. 

Ye all, I vow, shall frolic now, 
. Such blessed times approach ye : 

So bid 'em stow aboard the schow, 
Or bundle in the coachee. 

Though our fathers' sinful bones 

Lie in England's bosom, 
From the sin of blood and kin 

We cross'd the seas to lose 'em. 
When 't was time our parents' crime 

Heaven should sever from us, 
The Lord removed the babes he loved 

To this our Land of Promise. 

Woe then to the wicked, knaves 

T' other side the ocean ! 
Sin and Satan guide the slaves ! 

And shame shall be their potion. 
While they run, with sword and gun, 

To wreak their British malice, 
What will say America,— 

Burgoyne and Cornwallis ? 
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Prance will meet at home their fleet 

With threatenings and embargoes ; 
Slily, we sweep off the sea 

West India ships and cargoes. 
Should they land they 11 find at hand 

Some lively rural strangers, — 
Indians, Riflers, Googing Men, 

Mountain Boys, and Rangers. 

The slarefl, alack ! though beaten back, 

And foil'd in all their doing, 
Still arm their host, and threat our coast 

With conquest, death, and ruin. 
What say we, for this dread design, 

To Perceval or Bogey"? — 
Bunker's Hill and Brandywine, 

York and Saratoga I 

Men of grace of Yankee race, 

Saint, select, or elder, 
Who raised your hand 'gainst mother-land, 

When parent strength upheld her : 
Now she's lost in war and cost, 

Gasps with last endeavour, — 
Stop in death her struggling breath, 

And swamp her head for ever. 

* The one prime minuter, the other secretary of state. 
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Thanks be to the President, 

Friend of Massachuset ! 
Who draws the blade on British trade 
, As we and Nappy choose it. 
And be the Lord of Hosts adored, 

Through every State and steeple, 
Who grants our ends, and plunder sends 

For all his Yankee people. 
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THE CHILD OF NATURE. 

Tell me, mutable man, where the maxim was bred 
That mankind should be steady in heart and in head ? 
Is it fit, in a world that goes round like a mill, 
Heads and hearts should be steady where nothing is 
still? 

Must our spirits be measured by rules of excise ? 
Must our fancy be plumb'd by the lead of the wise ? 
While the world's whisking round, must I stop and cry 

out, 
That my eye shall not turn, or my heart go about ? 

There are brains, we all know, where no fervours arise, 
Where steadiness measures the step of the wise ; 
But a fix'd measured step 's not a pace that I know, 
I vary my gait, and oft turn as' I go. 

And why should I not ? Isn't that Nature's state ? 
A n't she form'd upon changes, and varies by Fate ? 
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Nor is there a year, or a month, or a day, 

But this world, and all in it, these changes obey. 

Now I 'm told, by cool heads, for dry drudgery cast, 
" Look solely to wealth, and you 11 get it at last :" 
You 11 be rich when you 're dead, if you toil to such 

views, • , 

And will gain what old age still unfits you to use. 

Let eyes firmly fix'd to scrape wealth in their day, 
Turn their view to this point, and look only one 

way; 
I 've a wandering eye, — and I beg, with my glass, 
To turn my head freely, and catch what may pass. 

Let Wealth's weighty load still repay its pursuits, 
Cool thousands still follow cold Care as its fruits ; 
No fruits of cold bosoms can rise round my cup, 
For my fruits spring in heat, and a glass brings 'em up. 

That heat can my life's varyM blessings renew, 
Bring each throb to my heart, and each charm to my 

view ; 
With thy stream, rosy god ! my heart's joys ever flow, 
And the beams of Life's sunshine still blend with thy 

glow. 
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Oh ! thus let me live, ever glowing and gay, 
While thy fountain reflects all the joys of my day ! 
Thus feed my fond eyes, while the tear of sweet Hope 
Steals warm from my bosom, and swells ad I tope ! 

Don't tell me it 's airy, illusive, and vain, 

That life doesn't square with these dreams of the brain : 

The square of my circle is easily found, 

The bottle brings all to a square by a round. 

If our hearts have been touch'd, we should freshen the 

charm; 
If too cold to be touch'd, glowing spirit should warm : 
For the wretch roll'd in gold, without love in his breast, 
But pines through Life's feast, without stomach or 

zest. 

But, O soul-waking Love ! how debased is thy name 
By thy sons of brute Vice, never meant for thy flame, 
Who call thus the sale of the ready-made smile, 
And affix thy blest name to a commerce so vile. 

No wealth I regard but what bosoms repay, 
No joy can I share but the heart's busy play : 
All traffic 'gainst that 's a poor care-scraping art, 
That if 't once Alls the head always beggars the heart. 
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Then, instead of fix'd eyes kept on Care's sordid scenes, 
Where the end would he tasteless, and j oyless the means, 
'Midst Nature's sweet dreams I rove gaily along-, 
And pick up from Fancy fresh flowers for song-. 

As I 've lived Nature's child* Nature's child 111 remain, 
And no fetters of art Nature's child shall restrain ; 
All I ask is a head neither solid nor cold, 
And a glass to reflect my past joys when I 'm old. 
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THE PUPIL OF LOVE. 

While Love's our lot beneath the skies, 

Though life may tease, we bear it ; 
A cure for Care Lore still supplies 

To those who happly share it. 
Nay, e'en if Fate, in direst spite, 

With darkest woes confound us, 
The mutual fire, with magic light, 

Throws healing radiance round as. 

And if oar days have pleasant course, 

And luckier lot inherit, 
How every joy, with doubled force. 

Enchants the enamour'd spirit ! 
How briskly dart from eyes to eyes 

What heart to heart is sending ! 
How high the mingled fires arise 

When fellow-flames are blending ! 
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Sure man's best luck is this excess, 

Which saints still deem a folly : 
If Passion's fervours best can bless, 

Why is the extreme unholy ? 
Why is cold Reason ever brought 

To check this destined blessing ? 
Why is the Sage, with chastening thought, 

Its ardour still repressing ? 

No Virtue ever could I see 

In such life-chilling lecture ; 
Such thankless torpor suits not me, 

Who glow around my Nectar. 
With pious heart I hail the boon, 

With grateful warmth receive it, 
To highest joy my soul attune. 

And Heaven's best gift believe it. 

Through all my days it fed my Mirth, 

Brought Fancy all its flowers ; 
To thoughts or words gave all their worth, 

And spirit all its powers. 
Had I by Wisdom quench'd the spark, 

Or Fate had left it wanting, 
My Muse had wander d cold and dark, 

And mute had been her chanting. 
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To Love, then, all my tows belong, 

All tribute, and all duty ; 
She gave me will and power of song, 

To twist a wreath for Beauty. 
She gave me, too, that bent of soul 

To spread the bosom's treasure, 
To wake the virtues round my bowl, 

And hallow social pleasure. 

If this be wrong, to those I say 

Who Nature's precepts scruple, 
That Love, my teacher, led away 

A blest and willing pupiL 
But sure I am this ray divine, 

To Life in mercy given, 
Was meant on all man's cares to shine, 

And light bis heart to heaven. 



38 



THE BRIGHTENING MEDIUM. 

T is said that old Cato the censor 

Oft quicken'd his virtue with wine ; 
When mellow, this patrice defensor 

Still glow'd with a fervour divine : 
To compare a small man with a greater, 

/ find, when I dip in my howl, 
Like Cato's, my heart grows the better. 

And virtue sublimes in my soul. 

I 'm pleased Fate has lent me a nature 

The grape can exalt and improve ; 
That Fancy, my Life's recreator, 

Has stored me with visions of Love. 
Bacchus here finds a heart worth exciting ; 

A fuel, that, through all my days, 
Like Cato's, lies ready for lighting, 

And mounts from a spark to a blaze. 
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But, alas ! I must own, in this fervour, 

'T is not for my country I glow ; 
Though few are more willing to serve her, 

I Ve not Cato's virtue I know. 
'T is the glance from the eye of earth's Graces 

That kindles the flame of my Muse ; 
The rays that from heaven-form'd faces 

Still Heaven's best ardours diffuse. 

My wish still to feel their full powers 

So prompts me to rouse all my soul, 
That I long for those joy-stirring hours 

That wake all my heart round my bowl : 
There Life has no shadows that hover, 

To hide my Life's charm from my eyes, — 
My glass shows the form that can cover 

The world with the bliss of the skies* 

In hearts where Love's fire 's still mounting, 

Where Memory keeps embers still warm, 
How bright glows the flame, when this fountain 

Has raised the full glow of the charm ! 
For Bacchus, who sweetens our potions, 

When met by the temper he loves, 
With visions to suit our emotions 

Still blesses the mind that he moves. 
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When wine wakes the deep-bury 'd passion, 

And all the soul's energy glows, 
Then, raised by his magic creation, 

The heart's adored image he shows. 
When gay sportive Humour comes o'er us. 

And Fancy would frolic awhile, 
He sets airy Folly before us, 

And quickens our mirth with her smile. 

While Passion and Mirth, thus combining, 

Here mingle their charms as I sip, 
Shall I, these rich blessings declining, 

Still turn the sweet cup from my lip ? 
If wine meet the moralist's stricture, 

To sots let the lesson apply ; 
While I take, to brighten Life's picture, 

A fit-measured glass to my eye. 
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PITT AND DUNDAS'S RETURN TO 
LONDON FROM WIMBLEDON. 

AMERICAN SONG. 

Sit down, neighbours all, and I H tell a merry story. 
About a British farmery and Billy Pitt the Tory : 
I had it, piping hot, from Ebenezer Barber, 
Who saiTd right from England, and lies in Boston 
Harbour. 

This Billy is called Britannia's prime ruler, 
Though he be but a puppet, that's hung out to fool her ; 
But his name was a passport to let in old sinners, 
So he deals the cards that the knaves may be winners. 

He was brought up a Whig ; but with Tories to join, 

sir, 
Who have votes in the House about six out of nine, sir, 
He gave up the people, — and vow'd, to his scandal, 
They should seek for their bread without daylight or 

candle. 
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Now it happ'd to the country he went, for a blessing, 
And from his state dad to get a new lesson ; 
He went to Daddy Jenky, by Trimmer Hal attended, 
Good lack I in such good company how his morals must 
be mended ! 

This Harry was always a prime foe to Boston ; 
With bowels so greedy they yearn'd for Hindostan. 
If I had him in our township, I f d feather him and tar 

him, 
With forty lacking one, too, I M lam him and I M scar him. 

With their skins full of wine, and their heads full of 

state tricks, 
Sham reforms, commutations, and the rest of their late 

tricks, 
He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather. 
And both drunk as pipers, they knock' d their heads 

together. 

Now so it fell out that this pair were benighted, 
And drove out of the road, — so the statesmen alighted, 
And to get in again away scrambled they, sir, 
To find a back road to the King's highway, sir. 

Long lost- in the dark were these lights of the nation, 
But stumbled at last on a small habitation ; 
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Up sprily they march'd, while the fowls, in confusion, 
Thought thehr lives were aim'd at by this bold intrusion. 

The jbacks quack'd, the dogs bark'd, and sore Billy 

baited; 
The wife rose, and cry'd, " We be all ruinated !" 
Then, trembling, she snatch'd up the old rusty poker, 
To hurl at the head of this daring provoker. 



The husband, awaked by her rage and her screaming, 
Jump'd up, though he thought his old spouse might be 

dreaming; 
But, to make matters sure, seized his gun in a fury, 
And cry'd, " Sons of Belial, I've got what will cure ye !" 

Now Billy began for to make an oration, 

As oft he had done to bamboozle the nation ; 

But Hodge cry'd, " Begone! or 1 11 crack thy young 

crown for't; 
Thou belongestto a rare gang of rogues, 1 11 be bound 

for't!" 

" Ay, Hodge," cry'd the wife, " don't ye mind all his 

bantering; 
For sarHn he Ve under his coat a dark lantern. 
Shut the gate of the court, — if he once come within it, 
1 11 engage he 11 whip up the back stairs in a minute. 
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" Do but hark how the brazen-faced thief now pretends, 

man, 
He crept Up in the dark here for vartuous ends, man. 
He says he v s our friend ; but it 's no such a thingyman, 
The impudent dog would say so to the King, man." 

Now Billy, perceiving the wife in a fury, 
And knowing his deeds wouldn't stand woman's jury, 
Found the spirit of Jenky a dangerous potion, 
And roar'd out to Harry to speak for the motion. 

" Speak ! what, thou base rogue," cry'dthe wife, " wilt 

thou say now 
Any good upon earth made thee take this by-way now ? 
Thou comest to get foot in the house, that 's the plan on't, 
And so let in thy gang to make what they can on 't. 
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Then Harry stepp'd up ; but Hodge, wisely supposing 
His part was to steal while the other was prosing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, and shot through his laced coat : 
Oh, what a pity 't was it didn't hit his waistcoat ! 

Solid men of Boston, banish long potations ; 
Solid men of Boston, make no long orations ; 
Solid men of Boston, go to bed at sun-down ; 
And never lose your way, like the Loggerheads of 
London. 
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THE QUESTION. 

Since Love 's by Fate's first law ordain'd, 

And waked by heaven's- Creator, 
Snail man's presumptuous art be strain'd 

To blight this fruit of Nature ? 
Shall earthly Wisdom's erring eye 

Brave Heaven with impious treason ? 
Shall Hope's delighted ardours lie 

Entomb'd in frigid Reason ? 

Shall all the grave mechanic laws 

That man calls worldly duty, 
To base effects convert a cause 

That pleads for Heaven and Beauty ? 
Shall not the heart's warm impulse glow, 

That pants by Nature's moving ? 
Shall laws above be null'd below, 

And man draw rules for loving ? 
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See how wrong'd Nature marks with woe 

The crimes against her power : 
What thorns and weeds of Discord grow 

Within the nuptial bower ! 
What sickly spleen, what fretful strife, 

To such vile link attaches ! 
What weary pangs of loathsome life 

Still curse these barter'd matches I 

Shall hearts, when blest with Love divine, 

Be cross'd by worldly jobbing ? 
And glowing Beauty sold to pine 

Through years of sighs and sobbing ? 
Shall dire Disgust, still felt at home, 

Impel to vice or error ? 
Shall Misery tempt the heart to roam ? 

And Woe seek sin and terror ? 

Is not this traffic of the soul, 

This pedling trade of Reason, 
The cause of all that's dark and foul 

In Love's delightful season ? 
Is it not man's opposing voice 

That bids these woes o'srcome us ? 
Is 't not this bar to Nature's choice 

That shuts all blessings from us ? 
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Do not these daring maxims place 

Mankind in sinful folly ? 
Is not this strife in Nature's face 

Ungrateful and unholy ? 
Is there on earth no wisdom pure 

To check this tyrant's power. 
Blest Love from base control secure, 

And shield the heart's best dower ? 

Must all the wants and views of Pride 

For ever war with Nature ? 
Must man's vain aims, which gods deride, 

Guide Heaven's own imaged Greature ? 
Must worldly Traffic weigh for sale 

The mind's celestial treasures ? 
And earthly craft Heaven's gifts retail, 

To suit man's sordid measures ? 

Oh ! I am sick at heart to hear 

The threats of sires who use 'em : 
The impious pride-bred pleas, that tear 

And blight the glowing bosom ; 
The wary calculating vice, 

That braves the soul's Creator, 
That hoards may swell or Pomp may rise, 

By thwarting Heaven and Nature. 
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Though "welfare" be the word they use 

To bar this bliss seraphic, 
A word that means the baser views 

Of Age's worldly traffic : 
We find it used, in every cause, 

To mask cold calculation ; 
A perjured plea 'gainst Nature's laws, 

Still forged as Pride's evasion. 

Then let not vices here below, 

Beneath the mask of Duty, 
Befoul the stream where Virtues flow, 

And cloud the beams of Beauty. 
Better that Love her empire hold 

Where stamp divine 's engraven, 
Than base revolt be raised by gold, 

And Life at war with Heaven. 
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THE FRIENDLY HINT. 

As no one lived more at Mirth's table than I, 
Who 've there pass'd the whole of my days, 

A hint to her votaqes I here would apply, 
Who oft bury the joy they would raise. 

So essential the point is, in Pleasure's gay race, 
That the course be the course of the heart ; 

That when Mirth kindly means festive sport should 
take place, 

She should well match the cattle that start. 

Then if what I offer, the table to mend, 

May deserve Hospitality's eye, 
I shall feel to Life's comfort my scrawl I have penn'd, 

Though I doubt its effects to apply ; 
For in England so twined are all ranks and degrees, 

And so various their claims and pretence, 
Few hosts can select friends or guests as they please, 

Or omit without wrong and offence. 
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When a table 's set out, 't is the wish of the host 
That with Mirth's gayest charm it be graced ; 

But the ill-sorted guests find the viands at most 
. The whole of the feast they can taste. 

Gloom, Pomp, and Reserve so o'ershadow the boards 
Where a motley assortment is thrust, 

That a dull drowsy surfeit is all it affords, 
Or debauch closed in feuds and disgust. 

Many times I have found such an ill-mingled crew, 

So unlike in air, temper, and fast, 
That my mind oft recalls the strange medley to view, 

To reflect on the penance I 've pass'd. 
Then, in hopes that a well-meaning hint may avail, 

And the board better pack'd we may see, 
Here an instance or two I will show in detail, 

How ill-seated Mirth's votary may be. 

Oft I 'm placed next a head of grave, plain, useful sense, 

Of sound, solid, trade-moulded clay, 
Wise, worthy, and weighty, — but sadly too dense 

With light-flying Fancy to play. 
Sometimes near a bluff portly rustic I sit, 

Who, strange to the tact of the town, 
Though dark to all glimpses of London-bred wit, 

Has, alas ! not a spark of his own. 
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At times near a word-catching critic I 've sat. 

Who, with carping scholastic pretence, 
Kept snapping up trips of the grammarless chat, 

To square them to mood and to tense. 
Now and then near a charge or envoy I Ve place, 

Who affecting state import and fear, 
With the low breath of mystery and measured grimace, 

Whispers " How d'ye do ? " in my ear. 

Sometimes near a hot son of Neptune or Mars 

Perversion so wakes with his wind, 
That captious ill-temper all merriment bars, 

And all use of my tongue I resign. 
Sometimes near a starch man of office I Ve been, 

Whose importance, shut up for the day, 
Vents a sneer of impatient disdain at a scene 

Where the airs of the desk cannot play. 

Sometimes I Ve an exquisite next to my chair, 

So involved in himself and the ton, 
Hots de combat he sits, with an egotist stare, 

As if placed where he didn't belong. 
Sometimes near a prosing and long'story'd friend, 

I *m condemned to a wearisome tale 
Fill'd with ifs and with buts, of no interest or end 

But to teaze the vex'd ears they assail. 
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Oft I 'm wedged midst a clamour the devil would quit, 

That foxes, dogs, horses excite ; 
And, instead of a mansion of pleasure, I sit 

In a stable or kennel all night. 
Oft a guest, too, with Physic and Law I am made ; 

But there is no mirth-chilling blight, — 
Though they 're squared to grave form, as the trick 
of the trade, 

They are graced with wit, learning, and light. 

Here I willingly sit, ever gay, at their boards, 

Where I candidly own I have found, 
'Midst all the loose play that keen practice affords, 

Wit, talent, and knowledge abound : 
And here, while I own the best mirth of my days 

'Midst these two learned faculties rose, 
A Muse now departing the blessing repays, 

With a thanksgiving wish, as she goes. 

'Midst M.P.s, telling over what pass'd on their legs, 
I 've sat bumpering, my tortures to cure; 

For a hash, bis recocta, of Parliament dregs 
Is a tedium no soul can endure. 

But with mortals dubb'd nobles, though pride spoils 
the day, 
The evening oft glows with some light ; 
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For the beams of gilt stars, though not Phcebos's rays. 
Will mingle with Luna's at night. 

The Royal repast, too, has oft met my eyes, 

Where the name of bright intellect glows ; 
Where the Muse 'midst the splendours of Elegance 
flies, 

And catches new light as she goes : 
There Fate nobly gave, a rare gift on this globe, 

High the mind as the station to shine ; 
Deck'd Talent and Knowledge with Fancy's gay robe, 

And the heart graced with sweetness divine. 

As our isle boasts the social delights it affords. 

And the table 's the seat where it 's met, 
I 'd fain see fall Concord enliven oar boards, 

And good Taste 'range the well-chosen set. 
If the hint I here throw could but lead to this end, 

Some use in my scrawl I should see ; 
But all casts and conditions so mix here and blend, 

That in Britain I fear it can't be. 

Thus I end, then, — in all the wide range of my mirth, 
Though odd mixtures would frequently teaze ; 

In all parties or sects, howe'er form'd upon earth, 
I have ever found something to please. 



54 THE FRIENDLY HINT. 

But I own, with a truth that ho flattery decoys, 

In all the gay circles I 've known, 
The rich-freighted current of pleasures and joys 

Best flow'd from the foot of the Throne. 
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LOVE, THE GUARDIAN. 

Oh ! while there 's love beneath the sky, 

Care will never harm me ; 
Griefs, like melting vapours, fly 

When Beauty's sunbeams warm me. 
I find the world, then, bright and pure, 

Still brings me Joy's full measure ; 
The magic heart-consoling cure, 

That turns its dross to treasure. 

Why starts, then, man 'gainst Nature's cause ? 

And strives, by worldly notions, 
To bring to measured forms and laws 

The raptured heart's emotions ? 
Whence rise these maxims, rules and ends, 

To warp to views mechanic 
The blest decrees that Nature sends, 

And stamps with seal organic ? 
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Of Love's first blossoms Venus tied 

A wreath, — then threw it round me; 
And such the charm the chain supply 'd, 

No time hath yet unbound me : 
Still Memory, from my bowl, renews 

This early blest illusion ; 
Bedimm'd by Age's fainter views, 

But waked by wine's infusion. 

Let sullen saints call, if they will, 

Earth's bliss an empty bubble ; 
I hold it sin, man's joys to kill ; 

And thwarting, impious trouble. 
Spleen's acid fruit, how forced or bred, 

I scorn, — as out of season; 
And ne'er with maxims stuff my head, 

Or starve my heart with Reason. 

If some here think me wild, and say, 

" This marks a rake's digressions ;" 
Falsely they judge my cheerful day, 

And wrong my heart's impressions. 
As death I fly all brutal vice 

That shames Love's name, — it 's stealing ; 
And own no flames but those that rise 

When fann'd by mutual feeling. 
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They say I reel through life so fast, 

I lose, while I pursue, it ; 
That overset I must at last 

Who tread so loosely through it. 
But why this hint must Wisdom show ? 

When Wine itself acquaints me, 
That, if I stagger as I go, 

My balance is against me. 

Why must a bard of humble song, 

That springs from cheerful spirit, 
Be light of life, because his tongue * 

Assumes so light a merit p 
May not a heart that virtues sway, 

With gay and sportive folly, 
In sweet content and mirthful play, 

Still war with Melancholy ? 

Yes ! — In this world I 've ever seen 

The minds of worthiest measure 
For cheerful play most prompt and keen, 

And most alive to Pleasure. 
That sweet content which Virtue knows 

So lifts the conscious spirit, 
That quick the cheering impulse glows, 

When Wine and Fancy stir it. 
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Then may I not presumeless say, 

I feel within my bosom 
Some sweet consoling spirits play, 

That tempt my heart to use 'em ? 
May not my memory, stored with dreams, 

Still stray where Love will find me ? 
May not my Fancy taste the streams 

That leave mean Life- behind me ? 

Yes I ever o'er my soul be spread 

That shield of sweet Illusion, 
By Fancy's glowing visions bred, 

'Gainst Care's or Craft's obtrusion. 
Pure may the flattering radiance shine, 

All base-born thoughts repressing ! 
And all the heart's sweet hopes combine 

To raise this heavenly blessing I 

Then, Cupid, when thy soft alarms 

From heart to heart are playing, 
May purest raptures raise the charms 

That mutual Faith 's repaying ! 
Through Love doth Heaven give life to man ; 

And, spite of pride or preaching, 
More holy 't is to speed the plan, 

Than turn from Nature's teaching. 
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THE PARALLEL. 

Folks often quote me and my lays, 

(A flattery I m loth to refuse,) 
As the sample best shown in oar days 

Of old Horace's manner and Muse. 
And such similar proof can I bring 

To fix the comparison true. 
That I think few will question the thing. 

When the traits of the likeness they view. 

When a boy, from a spot most obscure, 

To a school at great Rome he was sent ; 
Just so, a good school to insure, 

From a desert to London I went. 
Then to Athens, where all was in style, 

He was pack'd off to polish his taste ; 
Thus was I sent to Paris awhile, 

That the block might be fashion'd and graced. 
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A bon vivant he rose, it 's confess'd, 

Lived with all the first men of his day, 
Was the charm for each care-shaded breast, 

And the soul-waking star of the gay : 
What I *ve been my pen's relics must tell, 

For entomb'd are the tongues of my time ; 
But their spirits in heaven know well 

How I gladden'd their days with my rhyme. 

He was often in love too, it seems — 

A resemblance that hits to a hair ; 
And he mingled, in sweetest extremes, 

The joys of the flask and the fair : 
Now all folks who know me admit 

The comparison faithful in this ; 
For Bacchus and Venus still sit, 

Close link'd, in my picture of Bliss. 

» 

He with friendship imperial was graced : 

Here my Muse had, like his, her reward ; 
For the hand where a sceptre is placed 

Oft met the plain palm of the bard. 
He was calm, philosophic, and gay ; 

Chequer'd life with his glass and his pen : 
Thus do I sit and scribble away, 

And, by turns, muse, or mingle with men. 
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He rank'd as a soldier some time ; 

But quitted, more quiet to choose : 
So I, with like passion for rhyme, 

Left the field, for the haunts of the Muse. 
Through the toils of poetical strife 

A friend's table well nourish'd his art ; 
So had I a great friend, through my life, 

Whose board was the joy of my heart. 

He sat out of Vanity's glare, 

Untitled, undeck'd, and unplaced ; 
He wish'dfor no tinsel, to wear 

In the bower the Muses had graced ; 
Nor have I, fond of Privacy's lap, 

Though favour'd by Royalty's eye, 
Sought a feather to stick in my cap, 

Or a string on my button to tie. 

He was short, fat, and plain in his frame, 

Of a temper both cheerful and warm ; 
Nature moulded my figure the same, 

And thus added a pride to my form. 
He in savage Apulia was bred — 

A licentious and barbarous strand : 
And the earth that my infancy fed 

Was the "lawless debateable land."* 

* A district so called, on the Scotch border. 
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The moral his practice supplies 

Was ever the same too as mine, 
To cheer up old Time, as he flies, 

With a heart-easing cup of good wine ; 
To tempt this grim damper of Mirth 

To taste of delight as he pass'd ; 
That, pleased by a welcome on earth, 

A smile on Life's path he might cast. 

On Life's tenure, its chances, and end, 

His lesson 's the same that I teach, — 
Ne'er to trust to the future to send 

The joy that the present may reach. 
Gainst boding reflections and spleen, 

Cut bono is still on my tongue ; 
And where tardy-eyed Caution is seen, 

Carpe diem still rings in my song. 

That in life I and Horace agree, 

Here 's of evidence clear such a stock, 
That no mortal can question the plea 

That, at least, I'ma chip of the block 
But Death a huge difference will fix ; 

Though alike we sat under the vine, 
His grape sent him soon to the Styx, 

While I 've revell'd an age upon mine. 
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Then to all sour railers at mirth, 

All fretful repiners, I say — 
Joy's rites are my worship ou earth, 

And my creed 's to be grateful and gay. 
I care not one farthing for all 

The conceits of the sage or the ass ; 
I enjoy Heaven's gifts to this ball, 

And I thank with a song and a glass. 
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THE RULE OF LIFE. 

When Hope's happy visions play round a charm'd 
head, 

And the bosom's magician is Love, 
What sunshine o'er all Art and Nature is spread ! 

And how sweet is the world or the grove I 
What soul-cheering spirit lights Life on its way, 

When, from Love's faithful glances, we learn 
That all aim and all end of each heart's happy day 

Is to bless, and be blest in return I 

To the youth, on whose ardent and highly-touched 
breast 

These visions celestial have shone, 
In cold weary shadow Life's picture is drest 

When this soul-melting radiance is gone. 
And, alas ! here so mix'd is the changeable day, 

Which the Fates for poor mortals ordain, 
That clouds with- the sunshine still chequer our way, 

And shadow our pleasure with pain. 



THE RULE OF LIFE. 65 

How strange, then, it seems, in so short-lived a bliss, 

Worldly Wisdom, that bane of delight, 
Never ceases to preach and persuade to dismiss 

This heavenly dream from our sight I 
Some blockhead still starts, though unholy the task, 

With an envy malignant as mean ; 
Some cold canting Clodpole, in sanctify'd mask, 

To smother these ardours with spleen. 

For ever we 're told of Life's evils and cares, 

Of crosses, vexations, and griefs ; 
Still admitted 's the load of disgusts and despairs, 

But still question'd all joys and reliefs. 
It seems as if man's only duty on earth 

Was to darken the light of his day, 
To deaden his comforts, to poison his mirth, 

And strew serpents and thorns in his way. 

Such a foe is my heart to this impious cant, 

This sulky-soul'd system of spleen, 
That I 'd wish to play 'gainst it, would Heaven so grant, 

An age more of Mirth's merry scene. 
'T was the joy of my soul, as the toil of my Muse, 

To chase the cursed fiend from the board ; 
For this the Fates gave me a long life to use, 

And a bosom not scantily stored. 
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How I ve used them, the friends who so honour'dmy 
day, 

In gay recollection, will own : 
How oft, on a dull heavy course I Ve made play, 

And the strain of my Pegasus shown. 
Long I rode him at speed, for the cheering design 

To hear pleasure and mirth in his pace ; 
And, though Age has unhorsed me, the solace is mine 

That the world was well pleased with the race. 
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AN ARGUMENT ON THE CASE. 

The grave often say I persuade to the glass, 

That I prompt to Festivity's scene ; — 
I confess that I do ; but it isn't, alas ! 

For the sour, the mad, or the mean. 
I delight in that gay warm expansion of soul, 

That stirs the heart's virtues on earth ; 
That spreads a blest concord round Gaiety's bowl, 

And hallows the fervours of Mirth. 

Is it wrong for the Muse her allurements to breathe. 

To waken Mirth's spirit below ? 
To bind friendly bosoms with Pleasure's gay wreath, 

And mingle sweet Sympathy's glow ? 
If this be an error, pure Nature 's my guide ; 

And so ready 's my heart to obey, 
That wherever Joy 's blossoms might spring, I have 
try'd 

To chase blighting vapours away. 
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No cynics, philosophers, sages, or saints, — 

No laws, rules, or maxims on earth, 
Shall stop the clear current, or mingle their taints 

In the sweet-flowing fount of my mirth. 
Nature shed on my heart a gay love-tinctured drop ; 

Which, on Fancy's charm'd eye as it plays, 
In mingled reflections of Memory and Hope, 

Still brighten and moisten its rays. 

I submit to all envious and splenetic wrath ' 

That the cold and mechanic bestow ; 
'T would be strange if they didn't object to a path 

Where they feel they 're forbidden to go. 
Where Nature has fitted man's mind and its views 

To a level of low-rated toil, 
He must hold in despite the high ground of the Muse, 

Where he can't set his foot on the soil. 

It charms me, whene'er I commune with my Muse, 

To think how I 've cherish'd the heart ; 
How I've raised the sweet visions of bliss to man's 
views, 

As the world kindly foster'd my art ; 
How I 've strove Nature's feelings and joys to excite, 

By the gay-pictured course of my days ; 
How I 've spread my Life's tablet to Apathy's sight, 

And awaked it to Sympathy's blaze. 
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These reflections a source of sweet comfort afford, 

That tells me I 've not lived in vain ; 
And the happy success they long had at the hoard 

May tempt others to follow the strain. 
If so, then one precept my judgement decrees 

To the bard who hereafter may start : 
Let him never forget, if he *d rear her to please, 

That the Muse must be fed from the heart. 
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the poets Philosophy. 

When all 's said and thought upon Life, 

And wasted Philosophy's schemes ; 
When all the mind's reasoning and strife 

Ends in futile and ignorant dreams ; 
When attempts to explain Heaven's ways, 

Since the day that such daring began, 
Are unholy and fruitless displays 

Of the blindness and folly of man ; — 

Ah ! why 'gainst his own mortal birth 

Is he prone still to sulk and rebel ? 
Ever questioning why upon earth 

Vice and Woe are allotted to dwell ? — 
Why strains he the span-measured eyes 

Of a mortal and mud-mingled clod, 
And with glimmering reason still tries 

To fathom the wisdom of God ? 
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Why rests he not patient and hlest 

In the limit allowed to his course ? 
Why takes he not calm to his breast, 

Life's portion of better and worse? 
When he sees how unholy and vain 

Is the daring philosopher's eye, 
Can he not, in mild virtue, refrain 

From a search that the heavens deny ? 

His portion of reason infused, 

Still fitted to life and his clay, 
Might show him 't was but to be used 

As the guide of his short-lotted day. 
The faint spark, too, should teach him besides, 

WTiile on earth 't is so feeble in scope, 
Of that light where Perfection abides 

He 's no view but in trust and in hope. 

What Plato or Zeno may teach, 

Epicurus or Socrates say, 
The way man's best blessing to reach, 

Is at once to be grateful and gay. 
I 'm no Stoic or sceptic unblest, 

And not a dry Cynic, I trust : 
Sweet Mirth drops its balm on my breast, 

And I mend, as I moisten my dust. 
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I pierce no impervious veil, 

I dive not in Mystery's sea, 
I tread not where steps ever fail, 

And gaze not where eyes cannot see. 
I pick, through the garden of Life, 

The sweets Heaven's bounties impart ; 
And turn from the cross-road of Strife 

To the cheerful highway of the heart. 

All blessings are stamp'd in the breast 

Still deepest where Virtue delights ; 
In smiles is the face ever drest, 

When hallow' d the charm that excites ; 
In the hope-lifted bosom of worth 

Sweet plays the pure joy of the soul, 
And 1 've found the good mortal on earth 

Still nearest divine at the bowl. 

Oh ! place me then, Bacchus, when gay, 

'Midst worthies that honour thy tun ; 
Whose hearts open fair to thy ray, 

As flowers expand to the sun. 
While Virtue, in Love's sacred bower, 

Its blessings to Memory shows ; 
And Nature, sublimed by thy power, 

In pure holy energy glows I 
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Sure the bent of that heart must be right 

Where Nature still zealously tries 
To call forth, in grateful delight, 

A warm holy sense of her joys. 
Thus I feel, in a rapturous glow, 

Life's blessings still press to my tongue, 
Till the highly cheer'd spirits o'erflow 

In the mirth of a thanksgiving song. 

Sing I must, then, and ever be gay, 

While Heaven thus chequers my lot, 
And Nature, still sparing my clay, 

Throws the zephyr of health round my cot. 
Then adieu to the sullen soul'd guest 

That croaks through his course on this ball ; 
The raven 's no bird of my nest, 

And the world's wide enough for us all. 
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THE LESSON. 

How vainly man, with cunning strife. 

Affects i' elude the Fates' decree I 
How vainly toils, with art, through life, 

To guide the course of Destiny ! 
Still plodding to some worldly aim, 

Still fixing means that balk his views, 
Still feeding some vile passion's claim, 

With hopes that Heaven's decrees refuse. 

How frequent does the sorrowing mind 

Lament the path it strove to go I 
How oft a wish'd result we find 

Contains the source of bitterest woe I 
The darling purpose of the heart 

Is oft, alas I its deadliest bane ; 
And luckless man's vice-prompted art 

A craving toil to gather pain. 
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Methinks this failure, in men's hearts, 

Should turn to virtuous views their eye ; 
Should, from this lesson Fate imparts, 

To life an humbler hope supply. 
But still does man, with impious pride, 

Trace out the path that Fate should tread ; 
Still starts the schemes he cannot guide, 

And sins in heart, to shame his head. 

In life 't is sure well worth our care 

To know what best will pay the heart ; 
To make the journey safe and fair ; 

And lot to man his destined part. 
One only rule there seems on earth 

To lay presumptuous Folly by ; 
To fix all claim in modest worth, 

And hope in Heaven's discerning eye. 

Then steers the pilot safe from blame ; 

And e'en if adverse gales oppose, 
No sharp reproach or baffled shame 

His self-approving bosom knows. 
His virtuous spirits, prompt at call, 

Meet lighten'd cares that cross his way ; 
Calmly he views Life's passing squally 

And gaily waits its brighter day. 

E2 
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So the gay bard will find who tries 

How mirth with best delight should flow, 
That heartfelt joy can only rise 

When conscious peace our bosoms know. 
Thus must we measure joy and care, 

If hope of cheerful days impel ; 
Thus live, — and let the breast prepare 

A nest for Mirth and Peace to dwell. 

Early this creed Experience taught, 

Though dazzling visions lured my youth ; 
And sweet the theme, though dearly bought, 

That brought the guiding light of Truth ! 
Long now the cheerful track I Ve run, 

Where purest flowers unsully'd glow ; 
None merrier now beneath the sun, 

And none more blest in health below. 

Then let ray day a beacon rise 

To those that airy dreams enslave, 
Who turn to wild extremes their eyes, 

And picture joys Fate never gave. 
Clear will it prove, as soon I found, 

That earthly limit bars extreme ; 
That man's weak eye looks vainly round 

To find the visions of his dream. 
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Let him not 'gainst the Fates decree » 

A phantom hunt that ever flies ; 
But torn from airy flights, like me, 

To pick the sweets that earth supplies ; 
And while he seeks to cheer his way, 

And keep, like mine, his spirits up, 
May manly Friendship bless his day. 

And Hebe hand his nightly cup! 
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THE FREAKS OF FASHION. 

'Midst Folly's fantastical jokes, 

Perhaps it 's amusing to trace 
How the habits and feelings of folks 

Are fitted to fashion and place. 
Plain Nature's still measured and drest 

In some whimsical garb of the mode ; 
And each impulse that stirs in the breast 

Has the rules of the ton for its code. 

In all views of our bane or our bliss, 

Tyrant Mode ever lays it down flat, 
It isn't genteel to do this, 

And it 's quite out of style to do that. 
Thus all feelings of heart or of head, 

Unstamp'd by its fiat are wrong ; 
And all motives, however they 're bred, 

Must march in the track of the Ton. 
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But in different circles and spots 

This fashion so varies its hue, 
The rules that one region allots, 

Alas ! in another won't do. 
Thus Folly, to humour the plan, 

A harlequin jacket must grace, 
And each act and expression of man 

Be coloured and patch'd for the place. 

In the country, if Love touch our hearts, 

And for comfort we seek a new face, 
Alas ! though our anguish departs, 

We 're assail'd with reproach and disgrace : 
" O, the wretch I " cry the nymphs in their teens, 

" True love seeks the sweet shady bower ; 
Never rambles and flirts in gay scenes, 

Changing faces and smiles every hour/' 

But in town, if o'ercome by Love's powers, 

To solace our amorous gloom 
We don't steal away to green bowers ; 

But to some other part of the room. 
With the nymphs of this heart-easing city 

Soft looks smiles of pity excite ; 
In the country the glance that asks pity 

Puts Miss in a pout or a fright* 
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But now let me show as I pass 
More tricks of this harlequin play, 

How it spreads over every class 
Its motley and fugitive sway. 

I own it 's a sad silly theme, 

And mocks all that satire can show ; 

But, since we 're thus dragg'd through the stream, 

 

Let us laugh on the course as we go. 

On the stage, if a sentiment speak. 

And our feelings o*erflow from the heart. 
Not a tear must he seen on the cheek, 

Or a sigh from the bosom must start. 
No pathos the ear must engage,. 

Loud prattle high Fashion displays ; 
And to listen to stuff from the stage 

Would he sad mauvais ton in these days* 

At court, 'midst the place-hunting set, 

Where Rancour and Jealousy meet, 
Though the breast in an agony fret, 

The smile must be placid and sweet. 
Though Falsehood, Aspersion, and Wrong, 

Wound Worth, and all Merit o'erthrow, 
The victim, by rule of the ton, 

Must all semblance of feeling forego. 
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At the rout of some mob-mixing host, 

Close pack'd in a breath-steaming room, 
Though stuck and wedged in, like a post. 

And no hope to be freed from your doom, — 
To be poison'd and crush'd 's to be pleased; 

High style to be trodden and press'd ; 
And, though fretted, and swelter'd, and squeezed, 

You must own you were never more blest. 

If you air out, your fashion to show, 

In a time-killing drag, through the Park, 
It 's quite out of style, as you go, 

To look round, or vouchsafe a remark. 
'T is the ion to be seen on the ground 

In yawning disdain of all mirth ; 
And, in scorn of all objects around, 

To loll back, and see nothing on earth. 

If some exhibition is sought, 

Where science its wonders imparts, 
To show style is the visiter's thought, 

And no view to the show of the Arts. 
Hear the style-aping lounger of ton, 

Through the room as he saunters and sings, 
" Oh I d — n it, I 'm off — come along I 

A cursed bore to look round at the things." 
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When he dresses in proudest costume, 

To prove he 's the go and the kick, 
 He slips on the frock of his groom, 

And borrows his branch-shaped stick ; 
Apes a knowing slang smirk, as he strays, 

Slopes his hat by the true stable rule, 
Shakes his head, spits in squirts, and displays 

A fac-simile blackguard and fool. 

O Mode 1 how triumphant thy means ! 

But thy ends how reproachfully poor ! 
To see Reason expell'd from Life's scenes, 

And Nature still thrust out of door ; 
Wise example not valued a ftg> 

Blind Folly the guide of our days, 
And the whim of a  or prig 

The index for man and his ways ! 

Thou 'rt a tyrant, to which the world bends, 

That no force to subdue can avail ; 
And the vile affectation extends 

From the first to the last in the scale. 
It is truly disgusting to see 

How the lowest in life put it on, 
And how morals in every degree 

Still yield to the vice of the ton* 
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See the footman, a saucy-fed «ot, 

Smart and nasty, half beast and half beau, 
Hear his style to his friends of the knot, 

When he 's ask'd to a junket below : 
" Gemmen, oh ! 'pon my honour, 1 11 come ; 

I knows you 've a lot of good vine ; 
So tell the dear ladies at home, 

1 11 be vith 'em to dinner at nine." 

Mrs. Abigail cries, " I purtest 

Colour'd gowns makes a voman a fright, 
They 're so wulgar, — I always looks best 

Ven I m dress'd, like my lady, in vite." 
A cast muslin, then, white as a sheet, 

O'er her cross-jointed figure 's stretch'd on ; 
And away go her battledore feet, 

To flounder and flap in the ton. 

But enough on so worthless a theme, 

That shames, as it sickens, the Muse ; — 
No heart Nature's rights will redeem, 

No head Folly's sway will refuse. 
May it bring, then, since vainly we strive, 

The sole good it on earth can create t 
May the mart of -its trumperies thrive, 

And its commerce give wealth to the state ! 
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LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 

In a circle of Mirth, when the Fancy is playing, 

And Life's graver follies laid by for a while ; 
When the joy of the spirits man's cares are repaying, 

And Time's hoary visage is" mask'd in a smile ; 
How fair are the visions that round us are floating, 

If Love o'er the glass her warm colouring throws ! 
How revels the heart, on its witchery doting! 

How eagerly sips at the stream whence it flows ! 

To those who have lived in the soul's sweet excesses, 

To hearts softly moulded in Nature's best clay, 
Wine's a sweet mellow stream, that enriches and blesses, 

And freshens the rapture that time would decay. 
But, ah I if the heart be untouch' d by this power, 

And Nature hath coarsely the texture combined, 
The sweet-flowing stream becomes turbid and sour, 

Still fouls on the bosom, and frets on the mind. 
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We never need ask how man's temper is moulded, 

Or if Nature her blessings bestow or refuse : 
The truth by a touch of the flask is unfolded, 

And the heart's real picture soon spread to our views* 
How choice should we be, then, in Friendship's gay hour, 

If Mirth's cheering union we seek at the board ! 
How shun the sharp discord that works in the sour! 

How seek the sweet concord blest bosoms afford ! 

If things have two sides, ever sunny and shady, 

And all mortal blessings on earth are so wove, 
Then is it not man's bounden task to be ready 

To catch the blest moments of Friendship and Love ? 
And where can sweet Hope blend with Mirth her in- 
fusion, 

Where all the bright visions so witchingly glow, 
As when the warm'd spirit, by Fancy's illusion, 

Outstrips the dull measure of Life and its woe ? 

 

Fate seems to have lent to man's fancy a power 
To brighten Life's prospects, and sweeten its woe ; 

Thrown a witch'd 'luring light on his dull mortal hour, 
When wine tempts his spirit to wander and glow. 

Then strives he to reach this gay promise of blisses, 
Then seeks he to bask in this flattering ray ; 

 

And the joys that in Life's vexing trouble he misses, 
The sweet-colour d dreams of Illusion repay. 
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What though these bright visions but gleam to delude 
us, 

This peep of perfection that flatters and flies, 
Shall that from a witching deception preclude us 

That steals us from Care and the gloom of the wise ? 
No ! — Never shall shade veil this light of my spirit : 

My clay is a soil that bears flowers, — in wine 
My cup holds their seeds ; and, I boldly aver it, 

Brings forth, with its moisture, a fruit that 's divine. 
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CHLOE'S CHOICE. 

 

Young Chloe oft tells me she likes not the prate 

Of the light giddy youths that beset her ; 
That they love but themselves, that a coxcomb's her 
hate, 

And their flirting vapidities fret her. 
She tells me the love and respect of the sage 

High raise her in self- estimation ; 
That she feels her own worth when it 's valued by Age, 

And is proud when thus rank'd in creation. 

She tells me her words are sincere in this case, 

No flummery of Breeding or Fashion ; 
That they flow from the heart ; and, with, wheedling 
grimace, 

Would persuade me to hope they were Passion ; 
But Truth's vivid tints through her blushes so start, 

And her eyes so attest Nature's treason, 
The fop's nonsense, I see, wins the cause in her heart, 

While her head finds a verdict for Reason. 
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How oft do we see, duped to wedlock, the Sage 

Thus schemingly kidnapp'd and mated 1 
How oft fbid the overreach' d wisdom of Age 

To a course of snared wretchedness fated ! 
But Nature thus outraged keeps Discord alive, 

In revenge for the nymph's base evasion ; 
And with jarring disgusts bids her endlessly strive 

In fresh feuds of domestic vexation. 

Base man, too, we see ever strain all his wits 

To drag to the conjugal altar 
Some victim, for motives Love never admits 

To be hung in this life-chaining halter. 
What hope can accrue from a junction so base, 

On what blessing the breast have reliance, 
When mortals strike thus against Nature's own face, 

And bully Fate's laws with defiance ? 

'T is strange, though we see wedlock's torments thus 
spread, 

And each neighbour like fate ever dreading, 
Still the heart's laid aside, and the cold plodding head 

Teems with scores of base motives for wedding. 
Nature's sweet holy impulse leads some, it is true, 

To the bower of Peace and of Pleasure ; 
But, amidst the world's millions, how few, very few, 

Are the bosoms that taste of this treasure ! 
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No soul 'scapes in wedlock the wreck of its peace, 

Where the mandate of Nature is slighted ; 
And the heart-betray'd curse seems through life to 
increase, 

When vows are thus schemingly plighted. 
Must these Fate-punish' d views, then, for ever contend 

Against Nature's divine ordination ? 
Must the straight path of Peace still to Misery bend ? 

And man's roof be th' abode of Vexation ? 

Yes ! — So will it be, when the band that unites 

Is not twined by the finger of Nature ; 
When the wrongs of the heart hold the place of its 
rights, 

And man's vices mock Virtue's Creator. 
Then a word let me drop, though from Gaiety's voice : 

As pure Love is of Heaven's impressing, 
Let the right hand of Nature still lead you in choice, 

And the left will still hold you a blessing. 
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WINE NO CURE FOR LOVE. 

Wine, they say, 's a cure for Care, 

And turns Life's thorns to flowers ; 
But, ah ! one vital wound we bear 

That baffles all its powers : 
When Love its flaming arrow throws, 

Such quenchless fire it raises, 
The sprinkled fuel keener glows, 

And more intensely blazes. 

If 't is a life-consuming pain, 

That gnaws the heart it blighted, 
Still more it rends and racks the brain 

When Fancy's heat 's excited. 
If jealous anguish tear the soul, 

What charmed cup can cure ye ? 
Despair's black spectre taints the bowl, 

And turns its fire to fury. 
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If Fortune, Pride, or Will deny. 

The glass gives no assistance ; 
The name bat rears the bar more high, 

And wider throws the distance. 
In short, this balm that wine supplies 

Man's meaner cares to lower, 
When Fate opposes Love, but tries 

A task past all its power. 

The cup may cheer the toil-worn breast, 

But not th* enamour'd bosom: 
There wounds are far too deep imprest, 

For airy Mirth to close 'em. 
Wine heals not scorn ; and, though we sip 

To dead Oblivion's folly, 
The cup but helps the heart to slip 

To death, from melancholy. 

Long have I tried the goblet's art 

To shift my pangs to pleasure ; 
But every drop more heats my heart, 

And more exalts its treasure. 
With sons of Mirth my days I pass ; 

But wide 's the effect between us : 
Their glass still smiles, while mine, alas ! 

Reflects the frowns of Venus. 
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THE END OF THE COURSE. 

Time bids me dismount from my hobby ; 

Indeed, he has run a long race : 
And it 's own'd in the field and the lobby 

My pony was fleet in his pace. 
Perhaps I have spurr'd him too freely. 

And not used the curb as I should ; 
But, e'en when he swerved and was reely, 

He still show'd a bit of good blood. 

Now sunk, like the high-mettled racer, 

The great public turf he forsakes ; 
But in private is still a brisk racer, 

And starts with good-will for the steaks ; * 
There no crossing we ever discover, 

No black-legg'd treachery *s play'd : 
There the course is still fairly run over, 

The jockey still honestly weigh'd. 

* Beef-steak Club. 



THE END Off THE COURSE. 93 

But now, to have done with aUnaMma, 

And name my best joys and best ends, 
T is to find that my cheerful effusions 

Are stamp'd with the seal of my friends; 
That my efforts for Mirth and for Pleasure 

Produce what they strive to sustain, 
That they listen with joy to my measure, 

And trust to my Fancy again. 

This still prompts my Muse to her duty. 

This wakes the warm seal of my heart; 
Guides the Fancy in efforts for Beauty, 

And colours each sketch of her art. 
T is so sweet a reward to my spirit, 

So grateful a charm to my ear, 
That, eager the blessing to merit, 

I run with delight my career. 

And while I hear praise that thus pleases, 

My Muse her gay toil will prolong ; 
When the day shall arrive that it ceases, 

That day is the last of my song : 
And fast the weak moment advances 

When Fate's measured justice shall say, 
" The night must now close on his fancies ; 

The merry old dog 's had his day I " 
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MASQUERADE SONG. 

In crowds we haste, 

That wit to taste 
Which all forget to bring ; 

Like bees in hive, 

We 're all alive 
To buzz, but not to sting. 

We all set out 

To shine, no doubt, 
By joke, or gibe, or quirk ; 

But when we ask 

Our noddle's task, 
It *s got no tools to work. 

But as pretence, 

For want of sense, 
Is great relief to Pride ; 

All here produce 

A fit excuse, — 
And thus the tricks are tried. 
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My Lord, too proud 

To. join the crowd, 
Sits down, and bints apart : 

" In such a mob, 

Tag, Rag, and Bob, 
A Peer cannot be smart. 

The Statesman feigns 

T excuse his brains, 
From Britain's weal a cloak : 

" We 're in, of late, 

So cursed a state, 
I 've not a heart to joke." 

The Tar, whose throat 

Loud roars afloat, 
And jaws on every tack, 

Finds, 'midst this crew, 

His tongue lays to, 
And wit 's flung all aback. - 

The Soldier, drffl'd, 

In camp and field, 
To fire, in front and rear, 

Quite timid got, 

Can't find a shot, 
And fires off nothing here. 
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The reverend Saint, 

Of roguish taint, 
Won't let his voice speak out ; 

But, bent to trace 

Love's erring race, 
Creeps, whispering, round about 

The Lawyer 's mute 

On Pleasure's suit, 
For Concord gags the law ; 

His tongue 's but free 

For Discord? plea, 
Good-humour locks his jaw. 

The Doctor tries 

To stop all noise, 
That folks may go to sup : 

He sees advice 

In every slice, 
And fees in every cup. 

The Man of Trade, 

To profit bred, 
Still mute where profits stop, 

Cries, " Here words mount 

To no account ; 
I '11 keep them for the shop." 
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The Dandy's head, 

A vacuum dead, 
Ne'er tries for thought to seek ! 

But hopes you '11 smell 

His musky shell, 
And grins while others speak. 

The Country Lout 

Stares, pleased, about ; 
But, awed by Fashion's herd, 

Cries, " Foak do shoine 

Soa mortal foine ! 
I 'se dash'd to speak a word." 

My Lady, spread ^ 

With white and red, 
Around in silence slips : 

She comes to roam 

All night from home ; 
But not to crack her lips. 

Miss slides about, 

All airs and pout, 
And drawls, with toss'd-up nose, 

" Good heavens I who asks 

Such stupid masks ? 
Who 'd speak to things like those ? " 
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Thus Vanity, 

With various plea, 
Would save John's foggy skull j 

But none will own, 

What 's too well known, 
That foggy John is dull. 

It 's long been said, 

No masquerade 
John's taste or talent hits : 

Then why expose, 

By such like shows, 
That John has lost his wits. 
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SONG FOR THE BEEFSTEAK CLUB. 

You know the tune of the song 

Call'd, * Woo'd, and marry'd, an' aw ;' 
Then help my chorus along, 

For my voice isn't worth a straw. 
I m now in a cue to sing, 

If you '11 but join my lay ; 
For I Ve dipp'd my Muse's wing, 

And she's ready to rise and play. 

Chorus, 

Then, guests, and brothers, an 1 aw, 
Brothers, and guests, ah' aw, 

Oh, lend a lift to my lilt then, 
Guests, and brothers, an' aw. 

I feel my spirits get up, 

And joy dance round my heart ; 

I 'm better for every cup, 

And I warrant I '11 play my part. 

f2 
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Gay visions steal o'er my brain, 

My fancy grows warm and free ; 
Then help to sweeten my strain, 

And you never shall flag for me. 

i 

Some folks will grumble, and cry 

That earth grows nothing but care ; 
But what do they mean, say I, 

When the myrtle and vine are there ? 
The ups and downs o' the world 

Are frolics of Fate's decree ; 
Our heads were made to be whirl'd, 

So a whirlabout life for me. 

To seize all moments of mirth, 

That brighten the shades of Fate, 
Is man's sweet duty on earth, 

However the spleen may prate. 
A chequer of gloom and glee 

Is the life that the gods provide ; 
And an impious fool is he 

Who snarls at the changing tide. 

I argue with no. grave men, 
Nor mope with reasoning folks ; 

If life be a farce, what then ? 
It 's fill'd with very good jokes. 
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While whisking about I 'm found, 

If health in the circle be, 
However the world goes round. 

It 's a merry-go-round for me. 

The Bard of my early youth, 

The tutor of Love's sweet day, 
Well taught the lesson of truth, 

That man should be pleased and gay. 
By this cherishing light I teach, 

Which bright in my glass I see ; 
And they who in shade will preach, 
' May go to the shades for me. 

If you wish for a certain cure 

To cut out the thorns of life, 
There isn't a cut more sure 

Than the cut of the Beefsteak knife ; 
For a cordial is mingled, there 

That ever will cure afford, 
In the brotherly love we bear, 

And the charms of the cheerful board. 

In every ill that falls, 

Or shadow that clouds our way, 
The sunshine within those walls 

Still brightens the darkest day. 
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An age hath its lustre play'd, 

To mellow the fruits of Joy ; 
And never may blight or shade 

These sweetest of fruits destroy ! 

Then, guests, and brothers, &c. 
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THE SOCIAL HOUR. 

Come, my friends, time fast is flying; 

Here we 're met to cheer our hearts ; 
Let our spirits, Care defying, 

Raise a shield to blunt his darts. 
Let the memory, stored with treasure, 

All its sweets to Fancy raise ; 
While the spirits, brisk for pleasure, 

Catch the fire as Fancy plays. 

Let 's, in scorn of Cynic chapter, 

All our heaven of joy Survey, 
Till the Fancy's cloudless rapture , 

Beam through every eye to-day. 
Short 's our hour,, and clouds will catch us, 

Stealing shadows dim our view ; 
Let us, then, since Time will watch us, 

Taste the joys he deems our due. 
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Long I Ve thought on Life and Nature, 

Turn'd my views to Man and Fate ; 
Wish'd to step, a thankful creature, 

Safely through earth's slippery state. 
Still I 've found my mind most fitting 

For this pious blest employ, 
When my heart was gaily sitting 

'Midst the grateful sense of joy. 

Tinctured is my sparkling Nectar 

With Devotion's sacred ray ; 
Still, beneath a blest Protector, 

All my Mirth's high spirits play. 
Every impulse wakes reflection, 

Fancy owns the heart's control ; 
Thought goes still, with due selection, 

Scann'd and sifted, to my bowl. 

Fair 's the field that Nature shows us, 

Sweet 's the fruit she scatters there : 
These to taste, her bounty throws us ; 

And 't is sinful to forbear. 
If, then, Virtue's buds are growing, 

While beneath our glass they spring, 
Sha'n't our sprinkling keep them going 

Till their fruit divine they bring ? 
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Sure I am each social spirit, 

If his heart 's been touch'd as mine, 
While Love's waking impulse stir it, 

Pleased will catch the dream divine. 
Sweet are then our soft excesses, 

Thence arise my mirth and song ; 
And if wine thus cheers and blesses, 

Wonder not I 've sipp'd so long. 
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CHLOE'S WARNING, 

Come hither, my kind-hearted Chloe, 

Thy presence all sorrow beguiles ; 
I quit all that 's glaring and showy, 

To live on thy words and thy smiles. 
Such sympathy softens thy graces, 

Such warm-hearted spirit there glows, 
That I feel I have found where Fate places 

The very best charm that man knows. 

So just is thy reason and feeling, 

So gentle and tender thy breast, 
I melt while thy thoughts are revealing, 

I glow when to me they 're address'd. 
I feel, in Life's journey of trouble, 

How soothing thy counsel would be ; 
And how all my blessings would double, 

When joy in thine eye I should see. 
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But, ah ! my dear Chloe, that nature 

So gentle, so candid, so true, 
In a world that forgets its Creator, 

Much trial of proof must go through. 
Base ends, of base Cunning's concealing, 

Thy mind will ensnare and molest ; 
And the sad hollow mask of mock Feeling 

Delude and embitter thy rest. 

Each year, from confiding Affection 

Some grain of thy trust will elope ; 
And Experience, with daily detection, 

Will shock till it deaden thy hope. 
These are truths that teach those who refuse 'em 

They pick but foul weeds when they roam ; 
And in truth, for the well-cultured bosom, 

The blossoms of life are at home. 

Don't think me a gloomy reflector, 

A moping or care-ridden drone, 
Of fancy or mirth a rejector, 

Or Stoic benumb'd into stone ; 
Don't think I am sated with pleasure, 

Or gall'd into cynical gloom ; 
My heart beats a gay sprightly measure, 

And Nature around me 's in bloom. 
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So much have I seen of Life's structure, 

So versed have I been in its ways, 
I v d fain be thy faithful conductor, 

And place in sweet safety thy days. 
No path, Chloe, leads to this blessing, 

'Midst all the cross-roads that are tried, 
On thorns must our steps still be pressing, 

Till Virtue's straight finger 's our guide. 

The highway of Heaven 's before us, 

Though Vice leads us far from its sight, - 
Till the scourge of Experience restore us, 

And brings the dark wanderer a light. 
But no wanderer art thou, my dear Chloe ! 

Through youth have thy head and thy heart 
Well taught thee— ^and, oh ! if I know thee 3 

Thou 'It ne'er from the lesson depart. 

Then, Cbloe, oh stay where I *ve found thee : 

Without thee, cold Solitude reigns. 
When present, all 's Paradise round thee ; 

When absent, a desert remains. 
To thy charms, then, since power is given, 

At will, light and shadow to throw, 
Oh, veil not the glimpse of that heaven 

Thy presence still shows me below J 
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FASHIONABLE HOURS. 

I 'm thrown from the hoard by new fashion ; 

Sad fashion for Age that can 't sup ! 
I 'm check'd in my heart's gayest passion — 

The joy to raise mirth round my cup. 
I *m forced to withdraw from the table, 

Or sleep with a ghost in a fright. 
To touch these night meals I 'm not able, 

Without horrors too dismal to write. 

To save my old stomach's commotion, 

I starve — while the younger are fed ; 
My wine is a Tantalus potion, 

My food for the Harpies is spread. 
Crude workings and flatulent rivings 

So tear and distend when I try, 
That, with all my good-will and hard strivings, 

I 'm forced to sit empty or die. 
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For the aged it 's quite out of question 

To find a fit meal, now, by day. 
Where Nature, in willing digestion. 

Sets Health's ready organs in play. 
If to swallow night food he endeavour, 

She leaves it a flatulent heap, 
A mass of crude mischief — that ever 

Wakes monsters, to murder his sleep. 

" Dinner-time" v s now a word to confound you ; 

All dine at a luncheon indeed : 
Call at " Two," on all families round you, 

You 11 find they all heartily feed. 
Now dinner, misnamed, has no hour — 

'T is eight, nine, or ten, ere it 's drest ; 
And the stomach must force all its power 

When Nature ordains it to rest. 

Cast away, my poor Muse at length lies here, 

Who fear'd not in Britain such wreck ; 
Who v d think that a habit could rise here 

All comfort and spirit to check ? 
Who 'd think that Health, Temper, and Pleasure 

Should yield to a mode of such harm ? 
Or Society's warmth bear a measure 

That deadens Society's charm ? 
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Well — doctors will touch the King's pictures, 

And hospitals thrive on the plan : 
Spasms, cholics, obstructions, and strictures 

Are richly wide-spreading with man. 
The world, they say, too much increases-— 

Perhaps it 's a provident hint 
To shorten Mortality's leases, 

And take off the surplus that 's in't. 

It takes from my Fancy what fed it : 

Good cheer raised and nourish'd my song ; 
'T was Ceres and Bacchus that bred it, 

And Health roll'd it gaily along. 
But, alas I for these rebels 'gainst Nature, 

The gods mix a bane with the meat : 
In these night-feasts they punish the traitor, 

And spread him a poisonous treat. 

Then, adieu, my dear friends of the table I 

The bard's " occupation " is " gone ;" 
For Mirth's voyage I yet had some cable, 

Had Fashion allow'd it to run. 
But since I must famish at dinner, 

Or sleep with a night-mare or ghost, 
Here 's an end of a merry old sinner, 

That Fashion has drove from his post. 
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THE DESERTED MANSION. 

The mind *s often pensive and weary, 

Spleen then shows us Life's shady part : 
The future looks cheerless and dreary, 

m 

The past hangs, decay 'd on the heart I 
But of all the sunk Spirit's dejections, 

That one *s the most deadly I know, 
When a heart blest with social affections 

To Solitude sinks at a blow. 

Long blest, under roofs that united 

All charms happy Life could combine, 
While tracing, through days that delighted, 

The heart-cheering joys that were mine — 
I forget not the change Fate awarded ; 

How heart-sunk, and cold as a stone, 
When all the gay circle departed, 

I moped through the mansion alone ! 
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I can never forget while I 'm mortal 

The chill that I felt in my breast, 
When I turn'd back to enter the portal 

Where all was a blank and a waste. 
I thought when, in sobs past suppressing, 

I saw the last wheels roll away, 
All oblivion of life would be blessing, 

Compared to the shock of that day. 

All empty, and vacant, and hollow, 

The rooms seem'd sepulchral to me ; 
My legs stalk'd in tremour to follow, 

My eyes glared at nothing to see ; 
The sofas, the chairs, and the tables 

All deepened my Memory's gloom ; 
The curtains seem'd darkened to sables, 

The pictures the shades of a tomb. 

The galleries that rung with gay talking, 

When Mirth's sprightly footsteps were there, 
Seem'd cloisters for spectres to stalk in, 

And whistled with desolate air ; 
No bell gave the sound of existence, 

No feet lightly tripp'd on the stair ; 
No laugh, either near or at distance, 

Was heard in this dome of Despair. 
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In short, all was dungeon within doors ; 

And yet, though so dark was my sight, 
I durstn't go up to the windows. 

Where oft we had sat through the night. 
Reflection, too, deaden'd my spirit, 

I fear'd to look hack on past joy, 
(I found that my heart wouldn't hear it,) 

And struggled all thought to destroy. 

This leaden disconsolate sinking 

No turn of my rhyme can convey ; 
'T was suspense of all sense and all thinking, 

And closed were my eyes on the day. 
I sought a dark hole of seclusion, 

There droop'd down my head in despair ; 
And, till Grief sent my eyes a suffusion, 

No sight in the house could I hear. 

I know there 's a price for all pleasure, 

A penance for hours of joy; 
That Fate hangs his scale for this measure, 

And Time runs to give and destroy. 
Things must he thus changed or inverted ; 

But, oh, may I never again 
Be left in a palace deserted, 

Where Friendship and Joy had their reign ! 
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THE RAINY DAY. 

It pours with rain ;-*- but, as we're met. 
Since Fate ordains all things be wet, 
Let 's take the hint, this soaking day, 
And drop some moisture on our clay. 

The rain spreads vapours round this ball, 
But our sweet drops dispel them all : 
Cold, too, the weather's drops are found, 
But ours throw warmth and joy around. 

While Iris girds with bow the skies, 
We 11 view a bow that more we prize — 
No charm more bright can Iris show 
Than Fancy paints on Cupid's bow. 

We know there shines in every breast 
Sweet gleams from moments past and blest : 
Then let us o'er this tempest raise 
These treasured beams of fairer days, 
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Then all this elemental gloom 
Will hover vainly round the room : 
While Nature still, as thoughts arise, 
Spreads sonny beams for Memory's eyes. 

A toast then here, my friends, I start, 
Where swims the jewel of my heart ; 
And trust, from souls like-link' d, may pass 
A union pearl in every glass* 

Thus tinged, will wine, with magic power 
Convert to sweets earth's bitterest hour, 
The mind to bowers of bliss convey, 
And spread a banquet rich and gay. 



Around, then, let the blessing flow, 
And show that gods may live below : 
For Love's blest store, unlocked by wine, 
Makes earth a heaven, and man divine. 
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ABSENCE THE CURE OF LOVE. 

You say you can't eat, drink, or sleep ; 

That your life Chloe's coldness destroys ; 
That your legs will do nothing but creep, 

And your eyes turn away from all joys. 
You say that the shade on your breast 

Spreads a gloom o'er the face of the earth ; 
That at night you lie hopeless of rest, 

And at morn you rise hopeless of mirth. 

Well, my friend, this I own 's a sad case; 

But the lot isn't novel or rare : 
If you '11 look round, some hundreds you '11 trace 

Of like victims to Fate and the Fair. 
But, alas I that poor drug of the mind, 

Man's reason, 's no antidote here : 
It fails 'gainst what Nature design'd, 

And lies vanquish' d, and drown'd in a tear. 
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The flask I do not recommend ; 

For where the brain frets to despair, 
The wine will the frenzy extend. 

And excitement but deepen its care. 
Then Absence — oh, woeful relief! — 

The heart's utmost power must try : 
Sad medicine I that equals its grief; 

For the chance is to cure or to die. 

That's all the relief that on earth 

Fate leaves for this life- wasting flame ; — 
What yields to Wine, Wisdom, or Mirth, 

Is a forgery on Love and its name. 
Where the soul in full ardour adores, 

All power of mind it overthrows ; 
And no effort that's human restores, 

But to fly from the source of our woes. ' 

Then away, my good friend, far away ! 

Gaze no longer, fresh pangs to create ! 
Let an ocean or region wide lay 

'Twixt the cause and effect of your fate ; 
There, Tune, though so fallible near, 

At distance the bosom may wean ; 
And the deep root more faintly adhere, 

When the eye-witching flower 's unseen. 
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TO PHILLIS. 

Come, Fhillis, sit with me awhile, 
For gloominess shadows my day ; 

Revive my sunk heart with thy smile, 
And set my dull spirits in play. 

Divert with thy converse my thought, 
My Fancy allure with thy mirth ; 

Chase Care's boding vapours to nought, 
And relumine the spleen-shaded earth. 

There woman's sweet power is shown, 
There Nature's design is reveal'd ; 

To lift up the heart that 's o'erthrown, 
And a balsam for Sorrow to yield. 

Still, Fhillis, restored by thy charms, 
All Nature seems bright, that was dead ; 

Thy tongue the blue devils disarms, 
And thy glances raise angels instead. 
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Here 's to thee, dear favourite of mine ! 

For more do I owe than can pay 
To that sweet willing spirit of thine, 

That charms me through Life's dullest day. 

Ah ! Fhillis, what could I have done, 
If Fate had not sent me thy aid ? 

How would Destiny's current have run, 
Had thy step to my threshold not stray d? 

Take, then, sweet restorer of peace ! 

All thanks that my soul can bestow. 
Ne'er to me will earth's blessedness cease, 

While Fate leaves thy presence below. 
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TO CHLOE. 

With me how the world goes you ask ; 

Why, truly I '11 tell you, my friend : 
Were it not for my Muse and my flask, 

I should feel there was something to mend. 
But these cheering delights so combine 

To brighten Life's aspect to me, 
That the shade ever yields to the shine, 

And all 's pleasant and gay that I see. 

Through a love-colour'd prism I gaze ; 

And so mild are the tints in its hue, 
I 've a soft-colour'd light on my days, 

That tinges all objects I view. 
To the flask much effect I allow, 

To the dreams on my bosom much more : 
They smooth Age's print on my brow, 

And my time-wasting spirits restore. 
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I 'm nursed in romance till I 'm old; 

Warm Fancy has led me so far, 
That my heart 's never languid or cold. 

But when I see things as they are. 
This I strive to avoid day and night ; 

And so hunt for delusion on earth, 

That my glass ever throws on my sight 

Some vision that charms me to mirth. 

" Such life is a shadow/' you say ; 

But no substance can with it compare : 
The one flies on lightly and gay, 

The other crawls, loaded with care. 
The one trips o'er flowers and sweets, 

Vfce other treads brambles through life ; 
The one smiles and peace ever meets, 
' The other dry wrinkles and strife. 

t>id realities sadden my days, 

Their cause I might rashly lament ; 
But Content round my vision still plays, 

And I never ask Fate what it meant. 
I question no purpose divine ; 

But, resign'd to what 's hidden from view, 
In obedience I turn to my wine, 

And my gay flights of Fancy renew. 
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Thus, Chloe, I catch from thy charms 

A spark that my Nectar can ruse, 
Till thy aspect so softens and warms, 

That mjr heart in Hope's Paradise plays. 
If the cause of this magic I ask, 

'Tis a spell, fbrm'd by Fancy, I find; 
So I dip for delight in my flask, 

And still freshen with spirit my mind. 

Then, Chloe, thus laid at thy feet. 
As the balsam, of Life 's in thine eye, 

With a glance bid my heart brisker beat, 
Which now scarce has power to sigh. 

But haste thee, this blessing to give : 
* For so weak am I worn with despair 

Thy mercy can't help me to live, 

If thou addest a frown more to my care. 
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THE CORDIAL OF LIFE. 

Haste, Waiter ! — I come to be mellow, 

To bask in the sunshine awhile : 
Bring the cordial of life, my good fellow. 

Till all I see round me shall smile. 
Ope the stream of the heart-healing fountain. 

In my eyes let it sparkle and play, 
While I sit, as on Helicon's mountain, 

And scribble and tipple away. 

Dry pates, that I cannot help scorning, 

Say, " Fancy by fasting's best taught. 
And a raw empty stomach at morning 

Affords the true hour for thought :" 
That isn't my moment for thinking, 

Nor means that my Muse will apply; 
The nymph ready comes when I 'm drinking, 

But hides when the goblet is dry. 
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Then fill up the glass, to invite her : 

She H soon spread her visions more plain ; 
Every moment, as care grows the lighter, 

She takes sweeter hold of the brain. 
I soon, by the stream of this Nectar, 

In Fancy's Elysium shall tread ; 
Where this goddess, my life's sweet corrector, 

Still betters my heart and my head. 

Far away be the sot and his Lethe ; 

No stupor my senses disarms : 
My glass, my dear Muse, is to see thee, 

And feel the full force of thy charms. 
I sip but to quicken my spirit, 

To meet the warm glow of thy ray ; 
With a spur on sweet Memory to stir it, 

And range through the joys of my day. 

If on earth there 's a sanction for pleasures, 

'T is surely when thus we entwine 
A pure pious sense of past treasures 

With wreaths of the hope-waking vine. 
Holy fervour the goblet then graces, 

And hallows the heart-cheering plan, 
While the drop washes out the foul traces 

That sully Life's picture to man. 
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Thus it is I — Fetch my tablets then, waiter ! 

For now I tread magical ground ; 
I *ve dress'd in illusion all Nature, 

And gaily my Muse frolics round. 
To bring forth a song 's her intention, 

And soon will her work be despatched ; 
But as Time shapes the birth of Invention, 

Take this, till another be hatch'd. 
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TIME'S FAVOURITES. 

Since Time with bis scythe can cut down at his plea- 
sure, 

And our lives by the sands of his glass he can mea- 
sure, 

To merit his grace, with good cheer let 's expect him, 

And show Time, while coming,we scorn to neglect him. 

Then he 11 say, " Here it f s fit I should lengthen Life's 
cable, 

For Time 's duly prized and well used at this table." 

Then he 11 turn round his scythe to the sullen and sour, 
Those dull dogged mortals who growl through their 

hour: 
To these is old Time still a guest so unpleasant, 
That to kill him 's the object, whenever he 's present; 
And Time, a revenge for such murder still keeping, 
Holds his scythe ever ready to give them a sweeping. 
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These foul human plants, whose sharp juice ever sours, 
Who are scatter'd like poisonous weeds among flowers ; 
Who rise against man's social joys, as life-haters, 
And mix in Mirth's cup the black gall of their natures ; 
These weeds let us hope Time will ever he mowing, 
And thin them, at least, where our goblets are flowing. 

Time sometimes has wings, and he sometimes has 

crutches, 
He moves in all forms, and all regions he touches ; 
But he 's kindest to those who in mirth still receive him, 
And keeps off his scythe, still the longer to leave 'em. 
Thus we, round our bowls, are so fond to detain him, 
. He 's pleased to stay with us, and help us to drain 'em. 

Then on Time let 's rely ; we deserve all his favour— 
To charm him with mirth is our constant endeavour ; 
To welcome witH smiles every step of his way too, 
To cheer him with cordials by night and by day too ; 
And so sweet pass his days and his nights in all weather, 
That Time still delights to long leave us together. 
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LOVE'S INFLUENCE. 

Ah ! never but once in the term of man's day, 

Can Love pierce the passion-struck heart ; 
In whim and delusion around he may stray, 

But for him Cupid ' s no second dart. 
The heaven-born spark, to existence so dear, 

That Fate bids intensely to glow, 
While soothed and refresh'd by fond Memory's tear, 

Won't shift to wild Fancy below. 

No toils of the world can the vision remove, 

No banish' d seclusion subdue ; 
It gleams 'midst the city, it glides through the grove. 

And lingers through life in his view. 
So vitally mingled it lives in his veins, 

And flows through the heart it has blest, 
That, go where he will, or how vary his pains, 

It dies not till Nature's at rest. 
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And here let me Love's gentle tendency mark, 

To smoothe our rough path upon earth ; 
For much the* heart owes to this virtue-fed spark, 

That at once wakes its bliss and its worth. 
Its mild melting voice, when sought Fury to calm, 

And tune the sharp jarrings of life, 
Still sheds on sore Rancour a heart-healing balm, 

And sweetens the spirit of Strife. 

It tempers with calm pensive sweetness the mind, 

Fills the eye with Humanity's ray ; 
Still wakes for Life's pleasures a sense more refined, 

And weans it from Folly away. 
Still all fellow-grief finds the love-sweeten'd breast 

Ever kind to its sympathized woes ; 
And the heart with the touch of soft Passion imprest, 

Soothes all pain that Mortality knows. 

It pleads, sweetly pleads, where Life's discords arise, 

With a soft and benevolent art ; 
Its voice still the true tone of Concord applies 

Where a note is untuned in the heart. 
In short, such a heavenly influence is shed 

On this soul-melting charm from above, 
That man's mingled clay, half divine, as it 's said, 

Becomes quite celestial in Love. 
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THE LONELY SURVIVOR. 

I 've lived out my circle,— the lads are all gone ; 
Time 's fix'd me — an exile, I 'm left here alone : 
Not a soul of my standing e'er blesses my sight, 
The modes are all changed, and day 's turn'd into night. 
We breakfast at two, dine at eight, as they say, 
Have horrors all night, and wind-colics all day : 
This is Fashion,*- and Age has no choice or delight 
But to eat by itself, or be poison'd at night ; 
And I say, o'er my glass while I hiccup and cough, 
" My life's now a heel-tap, that Time should take off ! " 

Young spirits rise round me, good-humour' d and gay, 
But, alas ! they 're no comrades for me or my day : 
The light glaring varnish on Life that they see 
Won't lie on the picture Time 's mellow'd for me. 
The long-gather'd truths of the well-suited guest, 
The guides for the head, from the stores of the breast; 
The just fellow-feelings Experience combines, 
Where Knowledge accords and where Sympathy twines, 
For ever are now, in my loneliness, lost ; 
And have left me no wish but to slip from my post. 
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Methusalem, Nestor, Cornaro, and Parr, 

No doubt felt life's thread had been stretch'd oat too 

far. 
When fellowship's gone, all's unmatch'd that man 

feels; 
For the course of Life's joys runs on parallel wheels. 
Ah I see how Age toils sinking spirits to hold, 
That, estranged from young life, seeks the shades of 

the old: 
In abstraction he sits, chews the cud of past sweets, 
And to vision long gone his moist eye still retreats. 
Life 's to him a mere waste, — and, when all 's swept 

away, 
Its end 's the best blessing of man's lonely day. 

Few souls that e'er breathed beneath Britain's bleak 

sky, 
Have lived in the glow of more pleasure than I : 
My heart, early touch'd, beat so warm and so gay, 
That its ardours through life kept my spirits in play ; 
While blossoms I gather'd from Friendship and Love, 
Spread a garden for Fancy to feed on and rove. 
Thus furnish'd with Life's cheering powers by Fate, 
Long a votary, in Mirth's festive Temple I sat ; 
And there still should sit, had not Fashion's vain breath 
Shut the door in my face — by these dinners of Death. 
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Ah ! now, in this land, never more shall I feel 
The sound hearty charm of a well-stomach'd meal ; 
The well-timed repast, that we fearless pursue, 
Where Health's ready organs work willing and true. 
That 's done,— and the ill-timed and ill-received heap 
Forms a mass of crude mischief to murder our sleep ; 
But I 'm off from the mess, and will take special care 
Not to sleep in a churchyard till Fate sends me there. 

I 'm consoled though, to think, while I grumble and 

scoff, 
That no Exquisites rose till old friends were all off; 
That I Ve had a blest lot the Fates seldom impart, 
Near an age dined in health with the lads of my heart. 
I rejoice that 't was not till Life's functions declined 
My tongue's cheerful tributes were hush'd and resign'd ; 
Nor the demon of Mode a retreat should compel 
Till my spirit grew languid, and Memory fell. 
That 's my comfort : and now, till the Fates my thread 

snap, 
I withdraw from night-dinners, and pick my own scrap. 
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THE ROUND TABLE. 

Come, draw round the table, 

Let 's shorten the board : 
The nearer we 're pack'd, * 

The more joy 't will afford ; 
For I ever have found 

That the nearer we sit, 
The sympathy 's quicker 

In mirth and in wit 

Come, bring the round table, 

Much plague 't will disperse ; 
When guests are too distant, 

'T is toil to converse ; 
But when narrow'd our circle, 

And link'd as a set, 
We feel we 're at home, 

And all happily met. 
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No bawling at distance 

To host or the chair ; 
No asking twice over 

For tales we don't hear ; 
No handing across folks ; 

No wish to remove ; 
No best or worst station, 

Below or above. 

When roundly we 're placed, 

Equal comfort's our lot: 
No one is too distant, 

Too cold, or too hot. 
The bottle, too, stands 

Within reach of all folk ; 
Andy wherever Wit starts, 

We 're all in at the joke. 

I 've ever, too, found 

That a fire's brisk blaze 
Sets the spirits afloat, 

While the tongue gaily plays ; 
And, restrain'd by no despot, 

On Britain's free earth, 
A snug little table 's - 

The altar of Mirth. 
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The rites of this altar 

Few ever perform'd 
With spirit more willing, 

Or bosom more warm'd, 
Than the bard who delights 

Here this altar to praise ; 
Who has pass'd in its worship 

His nights and his days. 

This fireside snugness 

Abroad is unknown ; 
'T is the comfort of Britain, 

And wholly our own ; 
'T is the blessing that renders 

Our home ever dear ; 
For the Briton still finds 

It dwells nowhere but here. 

It 's here the sweet end 

Of all acts on Life's stage ; 
It 's the spur to young toil, 

And the solace of Age ; 
For we know that, whate'er 

In the world be our strife, 
There 's in Britain a snug 

Chimney-corner for life. 
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Since in Britain alone, then, 

This blessing has births 
Let our cups, full of thanks, 

Wake the spirit of Mirth ; 
And the joys of this hour 

In memory remain, 
Till we're all in this dear 

Chimney-corner again. 
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THE INQUIRY. 

Yb few, chosen few, who, in spirit refined, 

Have loved to excess, and long languish'd in mind ; 

A heart-breaking victim, subdued by despair. 

Here asks you for counsel, to solace his care* 

What means have ye taken, what aids have ye sought, 

To quiet your anguish, or temper your thought ? 

What is there on earth the witch'd influence to quell? 

What drug, or what magic, to baffle the spell ? — 

Oh I say, if ye know ; for, unless ye can save, 

I must waste to a shadow, and drop to the grave. 

I have try'd all that Folly bids wretches pursue, 
Raked, revelTd, and rambled — but all will not do : 
Book counsel I 've try'd too, but all is in vain ; 
For the sage's wise leaves burn to dust in my braip. 
Yet surely there must be, in matter or mind, 
Some soothing relief, — that perhaps you can find. 
Impart, then, this balm, if on earth it have scope, 
To a head without help, and a heart without hope ! 
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I find that the care-worn depression I hear 

Meets the sneer of the fop, and the laugh of the fair. 

Is the sensitive heart, then, so rare upon earth. 

That its deep-stricken pangs are fit subject for mirth? 

Or is this blest impulse from Heaven's pure light 

But meant as a pastime for Folly and Spite ? 

Why simpers the world at a sigh from the breast ? 

What is there in sorrow to waken a jest ? 

Is Love in the deepest recess of the soul 

To the chill eye of Fashion still novel and droll ? 

I feel that the passion my senses obey 
Is unknown to the self-loving swains of this day, 
Whose flames to a scale of set maxims belong, 
And who measure out love as it 's squared to the tan. 
With me, Nature holds, and my heart bears her seal, 
The heaven-press'd stamp that no mode can repeal : 
I'man old-fashion'd victim, and own no control 
From the whimsies of mode on the strain of my soul ; 
But say, while with Passion's ordeal I 'm try'd, 
Heaven's Judge pass'd the sentence, and man must 
abide. 

I 'm resign'd, then, you see ; but, o'er earth as I stray, 
Would fain find some solace to brighten my way ; 
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'T would ease my weigh'd heart, could I find what 

# would give 
Some moments of peace and pure health while I live. 
If, then, ye have found the specific for rest, 
That quiets the life-wasting throbs of the breast, 
I entreat you the soul-cheering charm to declare, 
And throw a light spark on the cloud of despair ; 
For I feel, if much longer it shadow my day, 
All on earth I shall want will be room for my clay. 
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THE GROVE. 

This day a rash effort I Vamade, 

Impeli'd by sad spirits alone ; 
To the ever dear grove I have stray'd, 

Where Love's golden hours have shone. 
I have sat on that turf-cover *d seat, 

Where I 've heard, with the joy of the blest, 
The vows of pure "Virtue repeat 

Love's ardours from Sympathy's breast. 

I have fill'd with my sighs the sweet bower, 

Where blossoms, that twiningly shone, 
Drew soften'd allusions, each hour, 

From hearts alike twined into one. 
I 've recall'd to my promise-fed ear 

The rapturous joys of the past, 
Till the loss of all bliss I felt here 

Sunk my soul to distraction at last. 
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Ah ! dearly indeed have I paid 
* For my rashness to visit the grove ; 
I return, where all 's deaden'd in shade, 

To the world, a mere desert to Love. 
Ah t never again will I hear 

Such trial of torture and bliss ; 
For my senses in tumult declare 

I Ve endanger*d their soundness by this. 

Then I '11 quit this lost Eden, and rove 

Through a world of bleak aspect to me ; 
And moan o'er the miseries of Love 

Where Fate stamps its cruel decree. 
Many wretches, no doubt, I shall find 

Thus wreck'd in the tide of their bliss ; 
Sadly saved, but to drag in their mmd 

The memory of joys that they miss. 

But what will become of that heart 

Which lived by the pulse of my own ? 
What blessing can Nature impart 

When the source of all blessing is gone ? 
Ah ! there lies the pang I endure — ? 

That thought is distraction and death ! 
'T is a gangrene of woe beyond cure, 

And will last to the last of my breath. 
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THE RESOURCE. 

Ah, Phillis ! has absence then changed thee ? 

Are vows and are pledges forgot ? 
What is it that thus has estranged thee, 

And alter'd my once happy lot ? 
Is 't the charms of some fresh-started rival, 

That bids thee my ardours decline ? 
Or the dearly remembered revival 

Of ardours more early than mine ? 

Whatever it be my dear Phillis, 

I feel all thy love must depart; 
For I well know that Cupid's fix'd will is 

Ne'er twice to employ the same dart 
When the blight is once cast on the flower, 

No means can its freshness renew; 
It sickens, and baffles all power, 

And drops from the stem where it grew. 
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Thus left and cast off, my dear charmer, 

In private I droop, to be sure ; 
But in public, they say, there *s an armour 

To shield off all pangs we endure. 
So 1 11 try if there 's help in new faces, 

Half dead as I am, for a while ; 
For they say, Fate has placed in these cases 

Great hope in Variety's smile. 

Should I happily find this specific 

To lull present pangs, till I 'm freed, 
When my first love becomes soporific, 

A sweet lively dream may succeed. 
I 'm dirtily treated, no doubt on 't ; 

But in dirt as the rose has its nest, 
A sweet fragrant bud may grow out on 't, 

And please me, when fix'd in my breast. 

So it is ! — for this morn, my dear Phillis, 

Thy slave was unbound from his spell: 
If thy vanity's object to kill is, 

Thou 'It not have the triumph to tell. 
While I strove with thy charms, to unloose 'em, 

Sweet Chloe came in at the strife, 
Drove thy image at once from my tiosom> 

And charm'd me to peace and to life. 
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TO HEBE. 

. Since, Hebe, thy office above 

To Ganymede *s mow given up, 
If the slight prompt a wish to remove, 

Come here* and take charge of our cup. 
To thy sex, here the glass ever flows, 

'T is a love-mingled potion on earth ; 
And all joy in its spirit that glows, 

From woman, dear woman, has birth. 

Let ungrateful and whimsical Jove 
His page more acceptable deem, 
We wouldn't his Nectar approve, 

r 

If Love didn't mellow the stream. 
Come here, then, and hold to our heart 

The well-mingled cordial we prize ; . 
And a sweet flavour'd spirit impart, 
- Well tinged with the beam of thine eyes. 

VOL. II. H 
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Sweet Hebe ! quit Ida at once, 

Let this prig of a cup-bearer stay ; 
No heart here thy hand will renounce, 

While the bliss of our life it convey. 
Be our tutelar goddess of Joy: 

Perhaps Fate has order'd it thus ; 
And the eagle that snatch'd up the boy 

Was a bird of fair omen for us. 

Perhaps, lovely Hebe, there lies 

A ne exeat regno from Jove ; 
And, though you 're displaced in the skies, 

You 're barr'd in earth's service to move : 
If so, send a sweet soften'd ray 

Of your soul-cheering beauty below ; 
That our breasts, when the goblet 's in play, 

May in Love's warmest energies glow. 

Every hand that 's here raised to the lip 

Is guided by hope of delight ; 
But, so various the motives to sip, 

All kinds of false causes excite : 
Slip away then, dear Hebe, from Jove ; 

Efface these low cares of mean souls ; 
Come, and show the sole image of Love 

To all eyes that seek joy round our bowls. 
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Could Love's sympathies glow round the board, 

Could all the sweet vision awake, 
What bliss would the goblet afford ! 

What range would Felicity take 1 
But unless Love be present with man, 

Mean cares alone tempt him to sup : 
Sweet Hebe, then come, if you can ; 

Charm his bosom, and mingle his ctfp ! 
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THE CONTRAST. 

You 're surprised I 'm so gay when so old, 

And say, what indeed is most true, 
I live faster than you, twenty-fold, 

And yet I Ve most life of the two. 
" What 's the reason ? " you ask — hear my voice I 

'T is th' effect of the shade and the shine : 
While a life of grave sense is your choice, 

Cheerful nonsense has ever been mine. 

You bury in study and thought 

The spirits I use for my mirth ; 
Yours lie as entomb'd in a vault, 

While mine ever frolic on earth. 
To raise yours all fails you avow ; 

All equally fails to sink mine : 
The Gravity wrinkles your brow, 

The Levity ever smoothes mine. 
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On you better fame will await, 

Better health will be ever my lot : 
'T is thus Heaven 's balanced our fate ; 

And each should enjoy what he 's got. 
Let us not, discontented, be led 

To envy each other his part ; 
But you be well pleased with your head, 

While I am content with my heart. 

You pore, my friend, sun after sun, 

But fathom no bottom of Fate ; 
You just are as wise when you *ve done, 

As you were ere it puzzled your pate.; 
But plenty of gloom you obtain, 

To help you to fret and repine, 
Till all becomes shade round your brain, 

And your wisdom 's worse nonsense than mine. 

Indeed, what is wisdom, what nof, 

Has never much troubled my head ; 
For nothing but doubt have I got 

For all that I !ve thought or have read. 
Ready mirth should repay Heaven's grace ; 

And to me it 's as clear as the sun, 
Cheerful hearts alone keep the right pace 

When they gaily and merrily run. 
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Then suppose, for one moment, you try 

To leave the blue devils and Spleen, 
And for once let your gloom-searching eye 

Take a peep into Life's gayer scene. 
Come on ! — 1 11 unvapour your brains, 

And stir the low pulse in your breast. 
Whisk the current of blood through your veins, 

And spur you to Joy and to Jest. 

This night I 've a revel sublime, 

A party that Jove would approve, 
A sweet golden moment of time, 

High tinctured with Friendship and Love. 
Come along, and you '11 say, in a trice, 

" Adieu to the drones on the shelves I 
I leave them to rats and to mice, 

Or to moulder and rot by themselves. 

" Here I 've found, what my ill-judging head 

Thought study alone could convey, 
True wisdom, in cheerfulness bred, 

And Mirth ever gratefully gay. 
In joy and devotion it springs, 

At onee is both pleasant and wise ; 
And takes, for the blessing it brings, 

Man's homage of heart to the skies. 



THE CONTRAST. 151 

" Here my book-bury M course I abjure ; 

With my thanks for your cheering advice, 
You have work'd a miraculous cure, 

And have melted Ml forty years' ice. 
So, Plato and Zeno, good b'ye J 

B'ye Solon, and Socrates too ! — 
No longer with Heathens 1 11 die ; 

But live, like a Christian, with you /" 
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THE NECTAR OF LOVE. 

Your nectar'd cup, Imperial Jove ! 

Though for the gods it flow, 
Wakes not so sweet a flame of Love 

As lives in ours below. 
.Your roving flames court no return. 

No sympathised desire ; 
While ours with mutual ardour burn, 

And scorn a selfish fire. 

Love owns not here a scattered flame, 

A portioned scrap of heart : 
Our nymphs reject, as poor and tame, 

Affection's fraction'd part. 
Oh ! could you see their hearts, that move 

In full responsive glow, 
You 'd own, with shame, to Ida's grove, 

That real joy 's below. 
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Your tricks, disguises, frauds, and traps, 

That shame your course above, 
The cold resenting victim snaps, 

But rouses hate for love* 
Could Danae's, Leda's, Io's wrongs 

That sweet return impart, 
Which but to soul-bred Love belongs, 

And moves the mutual heart. 

Who 'd drop the tender prelude's bliss, 

That wins the yielding mind ? 
Who *d drop the sympathy you miss, 

That mingles souls refined ? 
Alcmene's or Europa's fame 

Brute fury may destroy ; 
But love still seeks a willing flame, 

And wooes to win its joys. 

Then, Jove I a course so wild forsake, 

That lovely woman harms ; 
Quit prowling, like a selfish rake, 

For cold discordant charms. 
To tinge your nectar'd cup, let Love 

Collect her sweetest flowers ; 
And, till its mingled well above, 

Come down, and taste of ours I 
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THE REMONSTRANCE. 

I hear, my dear girl, that a wish you express 

To wean me from Bacchus's train ; 
And the wish, you declare, to my heart you 'd address, 

Were you sure 't would a hearing obtain : 
Did thy wish, my fair friend, to recall me from wine, 

From tender emotion arise, 
At once the light spark in my glass I 'd resign, 

For the heart-blessing beam of thine eyes. 

Then tell me, dear Fhillis, what motive impels 

This friendly regard you Ve reveaTd? 
Tell me, is 't in head, or in heart that it dwells ? 

Or what species of pleasure 't would yield. 
If thou 'rt mute on my doubts, let fond Hope make 
them less, 

Of thy wish let me fancy the source : 
If thou wilt not explain it, then leave me to guess 

Why this interest you take in my course. 
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Why leave me thus long in suspense, to surmise 

Why thou doubt'st thus my course to reclaim ? 
When one little heart-impelTd glance from thine eyes 

Would insure the success of thy aim. 
Why scorn you the means, while the end you pursue ? 

Why stray from a path that is clear ? 
Why Uncertainty wake, that a word could subdue, 

To shadow Hope's vision with fear ? 

Could I hear the least breath of a soil-stealing sigh 

Awaked by a pant of thy heart ; 
Could I see a sweet pensive reflex in thine eye, 

When my pangs, through my own, I impart : 
Then indeed, lovely Phillis I thy counsel would move ; 

And the cup, where my spirit now plays, 
Would yield to the paramount transport of Love ; 

And the change be the bliss of my days. 

But, alas ! my dear girl, if it 's Friendship's esteem, 

(Though I honour its name and its worth,) 
My wine wakes in Fancy a much warmer dream, 

And Illusion still cheers me to mirth. 
Then, unless dear Reality's boon thou It bestow, 

Don't rob my sweet cup of its zest: 
But leave me Despair's only solace below, 

And let me with visions be blest. 
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THE RETROSPECT- 

Yes, sweet 's the resource of the pen 

To an aged philosopher's mind, 
Whom Time has sequester'd from men, 

And the World to retreat has inclined ; 
Who, worn with the strife of his days, 

And sated with false-measured joys, 
In age trims Life's balance, and weighs 

The scale that his youth couldn't poise* 

Here his eye, now undazzled and clear, 

With Truth's purest vision reflects ; 
Risks no blighting from Care or from Fear, 

Or a tear from rash Folly's effects. 
Calm he sits, from past Error to raise 

The fruit of Experience and Time ; 
While sweet Meditation and Praise 

Soothe his heart with a solace sublime. 



THE RETROSPECT. 157 

Here fondly he traces the days 
That were hallow'd with virtue and truth ; 
Here, shamed with remorse, he surveys 

The heedless misdeeds of his youth ; 
Here dear-bought convictions deplore 

The lot of his world-wounded breast; _ 
Here, the spirit's illusions all o'er, 

In guarded serenity rest. 

» 
How blest is this mortal, when Fate 

So lengthens the thread of his day, 
That he reaches that soul-waking date 

That shows him Truth's light on his way ; 
That holds o'er his world-allured heart 

A shield that all error repels ; 
That preserves and prepares him to 'part 

To the realm where all happiness dwells. 

This view to blest moments of peace, 

This tranquillized hope of my age, 
Taught my Fancy's light follies to cease, 

And hallow'd the theme on my page ; 
And in all my late revels on earth 

I 've still had due care in my eye 
That the Muse should well temper her mirth, 

And her song should a moral supply. 
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I Ve obtain'd Age's wish of the heart : 

My Muse in calm leisure now sings, 
Where Gratitude wakes all her art. 

And Purity brightens her wings* 
She who lightly on earth so long play'd, 

Now soars in a loftier glow. 
That due worship above may be paid. 

For the blessings that met her below. 

In youth, with rhymes fitted to man, 

I scribbled to soul and to sense : 
Such union I judged was the plan 

That the gods to the mortals dispense* 
To the heart and its passions I sung ; 

Still blending, with warmth, here below, 
Gray Mirth and soft Love on my tongue, 

As I judged Heaven meant them to flow. 

Now, while the calm current of years 

Steals on to the close of my day, 
And the trust of the bosom still cheers 

The hope-lifted heart on its way, 
1 11 sing, in pure offerings of praise, 

Due thanks for my joys upon earth, 
And recall, to the end of my days, 

The sweet hours of Friendship and Mirth. 
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Well, here I 'm now fix'd in my cot*, 

My revels and rovinga all past, 
Forgetting alike and forgot — 

To this come our frolics at last. 
I 'm hid, like a snail, in my shell ; 

And should ne'er be discover 'd at all, 
Did the smears on my paper not tell 

That, like snails, I leave tracks as I crawl. 

My pen I would fain lay aside, 

And veil my old Muse from my sight ; 
But, so firmly my habits abide, 

That even in sleeping I write. 
The ghost of my inkstand still seems, 

On my pillow, to stare in my face ; 
And Fancy still rhymes in her dreams, 

Through visions no snoring can chase. 
• Hia Bummer residence, Brockham Lodge, in Surrey. 
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If ever poor mortal was doom'd 

By a dire cacoethes to scrawl, 
It may truly, I think, be presumed 

I 'm the wretch where the lot seems to fall ; 
For morning, noon, evening, or night, 

(Grudging time e'en, for victuals or drink,) 
I 've an itching resistless to write, 

And I die if not nourish'd with ink. 

I imagined, as Time crawl'd along 

It would slacken the pace of my Muse, 
And the spirits, less eager for song, 

A soberer solace would choose ; 
But alas I when my flights I lay by, 

And solid and silent remain, 
All Life is in shade to my eye ; 

AndJ turn to my Fancy again. 

' Tis in vain then, with spirits like mine, 

To shift them to Wisdom from Mirth ; 
E'en could we this wisdom define, 

Or say what it is upon earth. 
Profaned as the word is below, 

Still squared to man's worldly career, 
Th' unhallow'd false light I forego, 

And to Nature devoutly adhere. 
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Sing I must; for, though lonely my days. 
Past blessings still wake in my brain, 

And Gratitude, prompting due praise, 
Still, anthem-like, mounts in a strain : 

The mercies and joys of my day 
• So cheerfully dwell on my tongue, 

That my spirits, all buoyant and gay, 
Still hail the blest vision in song. 

I wooed with such ardour my Muse, 

So loved her, through life as I stray'd, 
That my path with sweet pity she views, 

And follows me still in the shade. 
To cheer her old friend she plays there, 

As she play'd round the board with her song ; 
And shields now that bosom from Care 

Which served to shield others so long. 

Adieu, then, ye grave, sullen souls, 

Still pining in dulness and strife, 
I leave you, like heavy-wing'd owls, 

To swag through the night of your life. 
My spirits, in Pleasure's full glow, 

O'er all my past blessings rejoice, 
And turn to the skies, whence they flow, 

The carols of Gratitude's voice. 
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The homage, I trust, of the Muse 

Is to Nature more grateful in plea 
Than the spirits that groan and accuse, 

And war with just Heaven's decree. 
If advice, then, in old-fashion'd mode 

'Midst the flowers of Fancy may twine, 
I exhort them to quit their dark road, 

And try a light ramble in mine. 
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CARE REPELLED. 

Don't tell me, dull Sage, 

That I 've reach'd a grave age, 
And should mope, like a musty old fellow ; 

I Ve a heart yet as gay 

As I had in Youth's day, 
And a head never worse — when its mellow. 

When Time, that old foe, 

Lifts his hand for a blow, 
His effort to strike ne'er alarms me ; 

Sweet Hebe, the blithe, 

Gives a twist to his scythe, 
And the blow never hits me or harms me. 

She the way, too, shows me 

To shun Care's troubled sea ; 
And, fencing my heart 'gainst his powers, 

Kindly sets up a mark 

How to steer my old bark 
Through a current that 's border' d with flowers. 
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As it 's known and confest ' 

That our bodies at best 
Are but bundles of pipes and of strainers. 

She bids me all day 

Keep them briskly in play, 
And at evening replenish the drainers. 

The mind may, we know, 
Be the body's worst foe ; 

And he, who sits snarling and moping, 
Only curdles the blood 
Till it thickens like mud, 

And stirs up bad fumes by his topmg* 
So the mind of right bend 
Is the body's best friend 

When it tempers and sweetens the juices ; 
When it lightens with mirth 
Our dull compost of earth, 

And its heart-cheering spirit diffuses* 

While this gay-colour'd light 
Spreads a charm o'er the sight, 

All Life shines with blest animation ; 
All the Virtues combined 
Seem to live with mankind, 

And a varnish divine 's on Creation. 
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Present, future, and past, 

With no shade are o'ercast, 
Each sense wakes in softest affection ; 

Every drop, clear and warm, 

Is to Memory a charm, 
And the glass a bright prism of reflection. 

Yes ; here, I know well, 

Lives a soul-witching spell, 
To brighten the world and all in it ; 

For the moment I sip, 

At one touch of my lip, 
It's transformed to my wish in a minute; 

Then, to keep up these views, 

And give life to my Muse, 
1 11 dip in this richly stored fountain ; 

Where my life's little lot 

A huge treasure has got, 
And Joy's molehill at once is a mountain. 

Thus the bliss of the day 

In clear light I survey, 
Unsully'd by cloud or by vapour ; 

While Hope, as I sup, 

Throws a pledge, in my cup, 
That the future shan't joyless escape her. 
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From these streams, too, arise 

The past scenes to my eyes, 
That in Time's fading course are now sinking ; 

Fresh and fair, in bright show, 

Upon Memory they glow, 
And sweeten the Nectar we 're drinking. 

In the course of Life's day 

Luck has guided my way 
To treasures too precious to lose 'em ; 

And the gem of first rate 

In these treasures of Fate, 
Is the gem Love has fix'd on my bosom. 

To that blest delight 

Flows my glass here to-night, 
Well tinctured with Memory's infusion ; 

And to sots I give up 

The dull drench of the cup, 
And all noisy and heartless obtrusion. 
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THE ROYAL SMILE. 

While despots letter'd light refuse, 
Here royal smiles exalt the Muse, 

Make fresh the hays 

That Time decays, 
And glories round her head diffuse. 

And proud is now her grateful tongue 

To thank, with heart more warm than young, 

The generous Prince 

Whose roofs evince 
So kind a grace to Age's song. 

Not Flaccus, when, to raise his fire, 
Home's master thus sustain' d his lyre, 

Could feel more warm 

The flattering charm 
Than I the joys that now inspire. 
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Like him, upheld in mirthful lay, 
I, too, with empire's master play, 

Whose sacred tongue 

Exalts my song, 
And gaily honours thus my day. 

These are the cordials that restore 
The wasted heart, that Time has wore ; 

That, freshening, bring 

Life's latter Spring, 
And distant throw the Stygian shore. 

' These are the tints, by Nature drest, 
That colour warm the social breast, 

And ever raise, 

As Fancy plays, 
A glowing spirit, brisk and blest. 

To cheer old Time I Ve play'd so long, 
The Fates, to pay the piper's song; 

Keep from my head 

Death's hand of lead, 
And fence my heart from worldly wrong. 

My age's stem they Ve propp'd so well, 
If still the root 's kept moist to swell; 
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I trust I may 
Have many a day 
The joys of these proud hours to tell. 

* 

Then, while I run this lengthened course, 
And royal cheer renews my force, 

1 11 still be found, 

As years go round, 
Gay cantering on the rhymer's horse. 

But now 1 11 stop his speed, to throw . 
A sweet refreshment ere I go — 

A sparkling cup 

With thanks fill'd up, 
For Royal grace and Friendship's glow. 
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THE BARD'S SPECULATIONS. 

I *u now turn'd of eighty, 
But not dull or weighty ; 

Though Fancy, perhaps, in more shade is : 
I 've spirits yet strong 
For a glass and a song, 

And a gay little Muse for the ladies. 
My rusty old croak 
Father Time has not broke, 

Though foe to sweet singing's profession ; 
To the harsh and the rough 
He seems tender enough, 

And has left me most ample possession. 

All my notes, then,' to-day, 

To your order I pay, 
Since you will in such venture be sharers ; 

But it 's much to be hoped 

That my notes may be stopp'd ; 
For I own I much pity the bearers. 
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This would long have been done, 

For I Ve had a hard run, 
But my partners, stout Bacchus and Venus, 

Are very warm folk ; 

So the bank isn't broke, 
And some business yet goes on between us. 

I have had much to do 

With joint companies too, 
But not for the gold-finder's treasure : 

I engaged in a mine 

Stored with beauty and wine, 
And admitted all sharers at pleasure. 

The rage for gold dross 

I know gains but a loss, 
That beggars the soul it bewitches ; 

For all metal of worth 

From the heart must come forth, 
And the bosom 's the mine that enriches. 

There I happily sought, 

And have gain'd a rich lot, 
Without digging, or boring, or blasting ; 

And hold to this date 

The best treasures of Fate, 
Dear friends and a health everlasting. 

i2 
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May these riches, so dear 

To a Muse fbster'd here, 
Stffl here with like from- await her ! 

For here her gay art 

Gather d tints from the heart, 
And furnish'd her Fancy from Nature. 

Perhaps, ne'er before 

Ton saw one of fourscore 
A fanciful light-hearted fellow ; 

Bat I Ve lived from my birth 

'Midst the blossoms of Mirth, 
And they are not yet faded and yellow. 

Spleen's pestilent shade 

Never cover'd my head 
In a world where there 's Friendship and Beauty; 

And this mixture, to soothe, 

Turns all rough into smooth, 
And sweetens my heart in its duty. 

The best prize that I know 

In Life's lottery below 
Is to scorn all lamenting and whining ; 

Whate'ef be our lot, 

To taste well what we Ve got, 
And sin not, by thankless repining. 
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This was ever my creed ; 

And you *U see here indeed 
A strong proof that it 's pleasant and healthy : 

Here I sit, as appears, 

Where I 've sat fifty years, 
And outlived all the woeful and wealthy. 

Though Jenkins and Parr 

Have outrun me by far, 
To the end of their track I may follow, 

If the Muse won't disdain 

To give life to my strain, 
And I 'm fann'd with a breath from Apollo. 

Other careful old seers 

Nursed as milksops their years, 
Grave Nestor and cautious Cornaro; 

But not one will you see, 

In life's course, that like me 
Has kept on in a tantarararo. 

What more length 's in my span 

Can't be measured by man ; 
But so well I 'm help'd forward by Nature, 

That I 'm willing to think, 

If I scribble and drink, 
I may sing on, a score of years later. 
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If the Fates so provide, 
May you sing by my side. 

Blest here in all heart-easing pleasure I 
Health and mirth still abound. 
And the blessing go round 

Till we finish the century's measure I 
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THE STRUGGLE OF LIFE, 

The world is, at best, a mere struggle, 

A journey of turbulent strife ; 
A conflict of jarring and juggle, 

That frets and perplexes man's life. 
But a fountain there is to improve it, 

By which its dark colours will fly : 
One sip will go far to remove it ; 

With two the black shadows will die. 

Some tell us that reason relieves us ; 

Some say dissipation 's a cure ; 
Some think that by travel Care leaves us ; 

Some, solitude peace will insure: 
I Ve try'd, in its turn, each corrector, 

And found still the shade o'er my days ; 
But a sunshine still plays on my Nectar, 

That gilds all the world and its ways. 
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We hunt unattainable blessing, 

That Fate never meant us to taste ; 
On phantoms of Folly's vain dressing 

Our toils and our wishes we waste : 
We shape not our minds to our nature, 

Still fancy perfection in reach ; 
But soon find our wisdom 's a traitor, 

And fallacy all it can preach. 

I fain would implant in man's bosom 

A lesson of moral and mirth : 
. To mix Nature sweets, as she strews 'em, 

And tread a true path upon earth ; • 
For few can have precepts more ample 

To prove what Life's limits afford, 
Or teach, with more vary'd example, 

The joys of the breast or the board. 

I 've coasted the range of Life's pleasures, 

I know all the bearings of Joy ; 
Felt real Delight in full measures, 

And run through Delusion's decoy : 
One truth 's all I 've learnt in the scramble 

If Love meet a pure fellow mind, 
We 've pick'd up a gem in the ramble 

That brightens all joys we can find. 
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There is, we all know, in man's nature 

A particle purely divine, 
That soars, still to rise o'er its matter, 

And triumphs when lighted by wine ; 
If Love raise this blest elevation, 

Then hopes gaily coloured arise, 
Earth glows, a rich gift of Creation, 

And Life 's clad in charms to our eyes. 

If Friendship, that solace for sorrow, 

I wish to fix firm in my hope, 
My trust from my goblet I borrow, 

And man grows sincere as I tope : 
And when joys of my time-wasted Fancy 

I wish to revive in my brain, 
Wine raises the sweet necromancy, 

And Memory's all magic again. 

I know not on earth purer pleasure, 

Or duty more holy and sweet, 
Than to welcome the heart's dearest treasure, 

And Heaven's best blessing to meet. 
My glass ever brightens the vision ; 

And, while I sip, grateful and gay, 
Mirth lures to the sweet repetition, 

And Virtue still bids me obey. 

i5 
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Love's ardour is ever creative. 

And forms, from the bliss-waking bowl, 
Bright visions, celestial and native, 

That feed the blest flame in the soul. 
My heart was thus happily allotted 

To flow with the grape, and refine ; 
While many, more wise but besotted, 

Sink, sullen and deaden'd with wine. 
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GLOOMY REFLECTION. 

FRIENDS ALL GONE I 

My friends, of youth, manhood, and age, 

At length are all laid in the ground; 
A unit I stand on Life's stage, 

With nothing hut vacancy round. 
I wander, bewilder'd and lost, 

Without impulse, or interest, or view ; 
And all hope of my heart is, at most, 

To soon hid the desert adieu I 

If inward I look, thus forlorn, 

Nought hut mental reproof I there find, 
That seems to upbraid, as with scorn, 

The hope to find joy in my mind. 
Alike lonely I 'm left in my breast, 

As the world is now left on my eye ; 
For there nought but shade is impress'd 

For all the light follies gone by. 
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There Fancy's gay visions of youth 

Now wear the dead hue of decay ; 
And its follies, confronted by Truth, 

Sad lessons of sorrow convey. 
The mind, on itself wholly cast, 

Still fearfully traces its course ; 
And, alas I ever finds in the past 

Sure cause of regret and remorse. 

It 's true these self-lessons are wise, 

If Amendment have time that it need ; 
But if Age the blest promise denies, 

The will 's all that 's left for the deed. 
Then grievous it is for the mind 

To dive 'midst its errors in vain ; 
For the present no solace to find, 

For the future no hope to retain. 

All that's left for man's desolate state, 

When from life his coevals are gone, 
Is to wish his own head could forget 

What are happily remember'd by none; 
And the steps that pure morals forbid, 

Which fellowship once led astray. 
From himself should be bury'd and hid, 

With the long-bury'd friends of his day. 
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But this derelict state of man's lot, 

That Fate to the aged ordains, 
Bids the heart turn its hopes where it ought, 

Nor seek worldly cure for its pains. 
Thus I turn from the past and the lost, 

Close the view my Life's picture supplies, 
And, while penitent tears pay the cost, 

Blot the frolics of Mirth from my eyes. 
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A RAMBLE TO THE GERMAN SPA (1778). 

A METAMORPHOSIS. 

What I is my heart at rest? does Spa supply 
No form to lure my step or tempt my eye ? 
Must Nature's bias in my soul stand still ? 
And lnust I, here, turn Stoic 'gainst my will ? 
From female charms no social sweetness know. 
But all soft commerce with the sex forego ? 
What I does this throng'd, this fashion-gathering field 
Nought but a race of fiends and furies yield ? 
Or are these wells Medea's caldron, where 
The hags of Europe wash their foulness fair ? 
Heaven knows ! — but never did my eyes discover 
Such a bleak joyless prospect for a rover. 
Zounds ! he must be a cannibal, who revels 
With such a daub'd ill-favour'd host of devils. 
Alas ! I can't perceive, with all my labours, 
One damsel less terrific than her neighbours : 
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Morn, noon, and night I hunt, with eager mind; 
But, luckless hunter ! never doom'd to firid. 
What 's to be done ? — I hoped not here to trace 
A perfect figure, or a faultless face : 
Content, if Fate would grant in any creature. 
Black, brown, or fair, one decent limb or feature. 
But Fate denies this humblest boon of Love ; 
Monsters alone in Fashion's circle move, 
And worse — the rustic nymphs that tread the plains 
Are half-starved hags, that fright the roving swains ; 
A race of raw-boned sibyls, fierce and black, 
Who drive at sight the bosom's impulse back. 
Must I, then, hopeless of Life's sweetest zest, 
Drag through these groves a cheerless vacant breast? 
Pine o'er a blank, all sympathy entomb, ' 
And feed my social heart on empty gloom ? 

Yet stay, — whence comes this nice fastidious mood? 
Why loathes my palate Nature's homely food ? 
What squeamish whimsies in my bosom start, 
Shock my pain'd eye, and petrify my heart ? 
Why do their airs, their arts, their motions lie 
Dead on my heart, and loathsome on my eye ? 
Whence comes this change, where lies the sickly cause, 
Why glowing Youth thus yields to dainty laws ? 
Are they not women? — Yes, they bear that name ; 
But Recollection scarce admits the claim. 
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Ally Memory ! 't is thy fond regrets that roll 
Their melting sorrows through my banish'd soul ; 
'T is Fancy's mirror, whose tormenting beam 
Reflects the visions of a brighter dream. 
There lurk the honey'd thorns that charm and wound, 
There work the spells that spread disgust around ; 
There rise the rapturing images that blight 
This crowd of plaster'd furies on my sight. 
And o'er my tortured sense a sadness throw 
That wraps Aversion in the shade of Woe ? 

Is there no hope then? — Can I not refuse 
To Fancy's eye these retrospective views ? 
Bid Thought in these cold heartless scenes engage, 
And for one month shut Recollection's page? — 
I '11 try. Come then, indulgent Folly ! roll 
Oblivion's thickest veil around my soul I 
Turn from Britannia's shore my lingering eye, 
And bid my nerves in patient bluntness lie ; 
Blot all the glowing tints that fill my head, 
And turn my brain to true Germanic lead : 
To French sangfroid philosophise my heart, 
And raise from Nature's grave the charms of Art 

'T is done I — and now within my modish veins 
A new and foreign constitution reigns. 
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Quick from each face the baked enamel flies, 
And fleshy pulps of native roses rise ; 
Fresh as the morn each snuffy slattern shines, 
And dirt to virgin pureness now refines; 
The waddling squabs and lathy scrags forego 
Their ill-patch'd forms, and just dimensions show ; 
The raw-boned giantess sinks into shape, 
And fair proportion lifts the crumpled ape ; ' 
Fair to my eye yon tawny duchess glows, 
Her eye a basilisk, her lip a rose. 
Sweet to my ear yon croaking countess squeaks, 
And plump as Hebe's rise her fluted cheeks ; 
What tempting briskness marks her mincing trip ! 

# 

What witch* d delusion totters in her hip ! 
What 'luring spirit in each motion lurks ! 

« 

What killing grace in all her twists and jerks ! 

Alike transform' d, the rural scene displays 
Arcadian wonders to my raptured gaze : 
O'er all the fields a pastoral magic reigns, 
And troops of sylvan graces tread the plains ; 
Each squalid drab, that crept along the vale, 
Beams beauty round and scents with sweets the vale ; 
Each mountain trull, by this transforming power, 
Shines forth, the blooming wood-nymph of the bower 
The pilfering gipsy, prowling through the place, 
Skips, a wild nymph of Dian's sportive race ; 
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The tramper squatting near yon oak, to me, 

Smiles the sweet hamadryad of the tree ; 

The cray-fish gatherer, wading, with her crook. 

Fresh as the stream, floats naiad of the brook ; 

The hags that house in quarry and in mine, 

Rise the brisk handmaids of fair Proserpine ; 

The horse-dung girl, who waits the dropping hour, 

A Danae watching for the golden shower ; 

And she who strides yon ass, that crawls with pain, 

A swift Camilla scouring o'er the plain ! 

Thus work'd the charm. On home a veil was cast ; 
And eyes, thus shaded, gazed content at last. 
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A HINT TO CHARON. 

I fear I f m becoming a twaddle, 

At times I can't scribble and sing ; 
My Pegasus kicks off his saddle, 

My jade of a Muse drops her wing. 
But, faith, I Ve no reason to murmur ; 

They both served me well in my day : 
To none they gave health ever firmer, 

To none they gave spirits more gay. 

An age I 've been lacquey to Phoebus, 

A servant of all-work it 's true ; 
With ballad, ode, riddle, and rebus, 

I Ve always had plenty to do. 
And friends, my harsh piping to soften, 

Such smiles of approval have cast ; 
My poor slender pipe, play'd so often, 

No wonder Time 's crack'd it at last. 
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I 'm loth, though, to tarn from the table, 

And steal from my mirth-moving chair ; 
But a moral Time asks for Life's fable, 

And of Time I have little to spare. 
For I find, when I yet, gay and merry, 

On earth try the gloomy to cheer, 
Charon sulkily calls, from his ferry, 

" Old boy, we 're expecting you here ! " 

" Wretch ! " I cry, " what a moment you seize on 

To hint I no longer should last ; 
Take example from one of more reason, 

For, blockhead ! you reckon too fast. 
See how Time with his scythe is proceeding — 

My hair indeed 's all mow' d away ; 
But while he ' s the surface thus weeding, 

He leaves a small crop in the clay. 

" Shall I wrap my gay fancies in sable ? 

At once close my heart and my verse ? 
Quit mirth and the warmth of the table, 

For the damps of your watery hearse ? 
You may call — but I heed not your calling, 

Though Cerberus help you to roar; 
I f ve a chorus a match for your bawling, 

And of roaring dogs many a score. 
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" Shall I seek your foul wave, Master Charon, 

And poison with sulphur my lip ? 
When a health-giving fount I can fare on, 

And thrive on a Helicon sip ? 
Do you think one who plays round that border, 

Who sprinkles his head in that pool, 
Will quit the clear stream, at your order. 

To float in black mud, like a fool ? 

" I tell you, gruff Stygian sculler, 

The world with such pleasure I see, 
Till it dies on my heart, or grows duller, 

You Tl row away empty for me. 
Don't you see what here keeps me a fixture? 

The joys round my days that are spread ; 
And, while Friendship thus mingles the mixture, 

The essence of Life f s in my head. 

" Then, Charon, good b ye for the present ; 

While Phoebus vouchsafes me a spark, 
I can't quit a light that 's so pleasant, 

To grope in the gloom of your bark. 
When the spark is snuff'd out by Apollo, 

Then, fit for your shadowy shore, 
1 11 give you a loud welcome holloa, 

And thank you to ferry me o'er. 
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THE FLATTERED MUSE, 

The raven, it 's said, and the crow. 

Have a life of a century's date ; 
If their voices this promise bestow, 

I think I shall equal their fate. 
Perhaps, with more raven-like sound 

No lungs ever try'd.at a strain; 
But, wherever I croak, I have found 

My croakings are calTd for again. 

This is Friendship's concession, I'm sure ; 

For the sound must the sense so abuse, 
That, however the line may be pure, 

The tone must a discord diffuse. 
But it flatters my Muse to repeat 

What is still by Mirth's votaries shown : 
Though they slumber o'er pipes that are sweet, 

They rouse still to chorus my drone. 
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Still, again and again, I 'm besought 

To bray out my voice-broken verse ; 
To mingle the croak and the thought, 

And murder the better with worse. 
Yet, strange as this mixture appears, 

Demand for it ever is made ; 
And the oftener I torture the ears, 

The oftener is pleasure convey'd. 

Sure there 's something of magic, to cause 

This rage my harsh croaking to hear ; 
Some attraction of spirit, that draws 

The heart from the shock of the ear ; 
Some tinselly spell o'er my Muse, 

That hides the defects of her lay; 
Some foil that excites and renews 

For ever the wish of the gay. 

Then, as such is my singular fate, 

No more 1 11 find fault with my tongue ; 

Or, in pity to Music, abate 

The roar of my raven-like song. 

While it lightens Life's griefs and mishaps, 
. I '11 cheer all I can with my strain ; 

And, since they will call for my scraps, 
They, shall have them again and again. 
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THE WINTER OF LIFE. 

Spring, Summer, and Autumn are gone, 

And Winter now wraps me in shades ; 
But so bright has my summer-day shone, 

It leaves a gay tint as it fades. 
The fancies and fervours that rose 

O'er the quick-panting heart of my youth, 
While in cold sober reason they close, 

Still mix a sweet vision with truth. 

I own it befits my grave age, 

Well read in the traffic of Life, 
To close the vain flattering page, 

When no longer a dupe to the strife ; 
But when Wisdom her counsel supplies, 

Still Memory plays her fond part ; 
And the tear that I chase from my eyes 

Steals back to the fount of my heart. 
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*T is in vain that I scorn the deceit ; 

'T is in vain that I banish the dream ; 
My heart 's ever ready to beat 

At the glimpse of Hope's lingering beam ; 
Still sweet is the trace, of delight, 

Still fair the faint image I view : 
And, though Time bids me turn from the sight, 

T is more than my bosom can do. 

Then where shall that bosom repose ? 

Where seek a due calm for its age ? 
How teach Fancy's lesson to close, 

And shut in oblivion its page ? 
In vain do I toil to destroy 

This refuge for bosoms bereft ; 
For the heart that has feasted on joy 

Will pine on the relic that 's left. 

Then I '11 seek not this charm to control 

With fruitless Philosophy's aid; 
But hold this sweet solace of soul 

As a blessing in pity cqnvey'd. 
Thus, with hope more divine on my heart, 

I '11 look with bright eyes on the past ; 
And, renouncing all weak worldly art, 

Turn them purely to Heaven at last. 

VOI/- II. rr 
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CONTENT. 

If Nature had fix'd at my birth 
That my wits should have served me -with bread, 

I think I 'd have thriven on earth, 
For I Ve saleable stuff in my head ; 

But Fate, which it happen'd to please 
That Mirth from such care should be freed, 

Has placed me so snugly at ease, 
That I 'm saved from all toil and all need. 

As a scribbler 't is pleasant, at will, 
To enjoy thus my smooth-flowing time, 

And not muse — o'er a creditor's bill, 
With no chink but the chink of a rhyme ; 

Not to pine in a dinnerless fret, 
Ill-allayed with a twopenny bun ; 

Or slink through blind alleys when met 
By the evil-eyed glance of a dun. 
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All this I've escaped — and, what 's more, 
Have a mind so elate with my lot, 

That at once I enjoy and adore, 
And wish to cheer all who do not. 

My spirits so play to my fate, 
And such youth to my age they convey, 

That health still keeps pace with my date, 
And sustains me for duty so gay* 

The whole of the mirth I dispense, 
Which my friends have so natter'd and sought, 

Ever springs from the self-secured sense 
Of this easy and comforting lot. 

'T is the snug little berth where I 'm laid, 
And the craveless content of my breast, 

That, shielding my Fancy from shade, 
Gives Mirth all its vigour and zest* 

I rejoice in my socialised heart 
That the glass ever strengthens its tone ; 

For I feel, should my spirits depart, 
Many more would be sunk with my own. 

But, thank Heaven I while sympathy glows, 
And I study to well keep it up, 

Pleased Nature still cheeringly throws 

The balsam of life in my cup. 

r2 
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BERKSHIRE SALLY. 

Of all the days the year brings round, 

Since first my heart knew bliss, 
One, more than all, with joy is crown' d, 

And that one day is this ! 
The birthday of the sweetest lass 

That e'er graced hill or valley, 
A toast for Jove's imperial glass ; 

My bonny Berkshire Sally. 

The Sage, congeal'd in Reason's frost. 

With scorn derides Love's pain ; 
The Rake, to every feeling lost, 

Alike affects disdain. 
But neither, did they Sally know, 

Would longer preach or rally ; 
The Rake would fix, the Sage would glow 

For bonny Berkshire Sally. 
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Some on Ambition's wing will go, 

Some gold their blessing deem ; 
Some, vainly gaudy, glare in show ; 

And some in Science dream. 
But none of these my hopes amuse, 

Or with my wishes tally ; 
A life of sweet repose I choose 

With bonny Berkshire Sally* 

With her I feel no care pursue, 

Her look all care beguiles ; 
The storms of Life and Nature too 

Are lull'd beneath her smiles. 
'T is her, and not the sun, I find 

That gilds each grove and alley ; 
And bright 's the summer of the mind 

With bonny Berkshire Sally. 

Then let the sparkling goblet pay 

Full tribute to my fair, 
And Health through many a year look gay 

On worth so sweet and rare ! 
Full be her cup of joy as this, 

Till Charon send his galley ; 
And then may Heaven give endless bliss 

To bonny Berkshire Sally 1 
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THE CHARMS OF SYMPATHY. 

When, ripen'd by Bacchus, young Fancy grows 
mellow, 

What bliss doth its visions impart ; 
Care melts into smiles on the blithe-bosom'd fellow, 

And Life hath no thorn for his heart. 
Love holds him her mirror, to brighten Creation ; 

Sweet Hope throws her beam o'er his soul ; 
The Virtues shine round him, in bright constellation, 

And Heaven reflects from his bowl. 

Then let the soul share the twin powers of Bacchus, 

In turn all its energies take : 
Keen, keen be the joys that at present attack us, 

And soft the past sorrows that wake. 
In turn let the eye, gaily dancing in pleasure, 

See Life in bright witchery shine ; 
In turn let it melt o'er its time-wasted treasure, 

And glisten with moisture divine. 
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Oh ! still let me see glowing Sympathy's features, 

Where bosoms congenial unite ; 
Nor waste my warm spirits on cold-hearted creatures, 

Untouch'd by this soul-cheering light. 
For this, ever flows to thee, bliss-breathing Venus f 

The thanksgiving cup that I drain ; 
For Wisdom's cold cloud never yet came between us, 

To shade thy soft beam from my brain. 

Bright goddess of Beauty ! still lead from my revels 

The soul where the tear will not start : 
No difference I know betwixt angels and devils 

But the flow or the flint of the heart. 
Drive, drive from my footsteps the wise and the wary ; 

I steer not by Cunning or Pride : 
I ask but to drift as Life's current may vary, 

And float upon Nature's clear tide. 

Come ye, then, who've shared the soft ardours of 
Beauty, 

Fill with me, to call them to sight ; 
For Wine, if the spring of the heart do its duty, 

Unlocks the sweet stores of Delight. 
Oh ! sprinkle the seeds in fond Fancy's Creation, 

And bright will your Paradise glow ; 
Let Love, with the glass, wake her blest inspiration, 

And man has his Heaven below ! 
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TO LUCY. 

Here 's to thee, sweet girl ! I Ve no use, in my mind, 
For the dry sober caution that fetters mankind ; 
No sour-mix'd Care keeps my wine on the fret, 
And my Fancy burns brighter the more it is wet. 

The world's busy interests, its arts, and its ends 
Can't trouble the mirth of Simplicity's friends ; 
Unvalued they are, gentle Lucy, by thee ; 
And Nature 's the whole of Life's treasure to me. 

Henceforth thou shalt lead me where all the night long 
Thy gay cheering spirit gives life to my song ;' 
And, bright as the sun in the blue-bosom'd sky, 
Sits Mirth's smiling image in Beauty's soft eye. 

To thy bowers, O Bacchus ! a sufferer, I fled, 
To be heal'd by thy cup, by thy nymphs to be led ; 
From my scorn'd slighted passion far distant to stray, 
And from my rack'd bosom drive anguish away. 
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What though in thy bowers no rapturous dream 
Refines the heart's virtues or wakes its extreme, 
Though weak the soul's impulse, its safety is sure; 
And, while the eye wanders, the bosom 's secure. 

In thy train of sweet gmilers no destiny lies, 
No thought-chaining charmer, with death-dealing eyes ; 
Gay, careless, and easy, they play round the heart, 
And, light as its feather, flies Love's little dart. 

There frolic-fed Fancy, with Mirth on her wing, 
Shifts sportively round the gay group as I sing ; 
While, deck'd in fresh roses, the thorn they dismiss, 
And smile a sweet welcome to short-season'd bliss. 

If thou lovest then my song, keep my breast from alarm, 
And rack not my soul with a scorn-blighted charm ; 
For thy cup, though it now some relief may impart, 
Would be then a sad urn for the tears of my heart. 

With thy glass, not a care my gay soul will infest, 
While the life-wasting flame lies unwaked in the breast ; 
But, alas ! if again I felt Love and its throes, 
The depth of thy tun wouldn't medicine my woes* 



k5 
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FRANCE, RUSSIA, AND GERMANY, 

TANTARARARA, ROGUES ALL ! 

Wx three Emperors be, 

Ally, and Franky, and little Bony, 

Three sharp kiddies as any you 11 see 

For pocketing English money. 

Hear what we say then,— hear what we say: 
Soldiers ! who starve without plunder or pay, 
Peace makes ye beggars, but war is the way 

To pocket the English money. 

Tory or Whig, boys, — Tory or Whig 
Care not how money is wasted a fig : 
That is a mine where we ever may dig, 

And pocket the English money. 

When you want gold then — when you want gold, 
Kick up a fight, and John Bull will uphold — 
(You 11 ever be bought when you wish to be sold,) 

And pocket the English money. 



ROGUES ALL. 203 

That is the go, boys — that is the go ! 
Frighten the Bull, when your treasury's low ; 
Guineas you '11 get, thick as showers of snow, 

And pocket the English money. 

Time out of mind, boys — time out of mind, 
Bleeding the Bull ever made him more kind; 
He ever yields most when the most you *re inclined 

To pocket the English money. 

Come on, my bucks, then — eome on, my bucks ! 
Hulans, Pandours, Croats, and Calmucs : 
To keep the Bull bleeding, we '11 all try our lucks, 

And pocket the English money. 

The Goth and the Hun — the Goth and the Hun 
Will ever be ready with sword and with gun. 
Oh ! while they catch Tartars in plenty, we '11 run 

To pocket the English money. 

Sum after sum, boys — sum after sum, 
Millions on millions, still follow our drum ; 
Nothing to do but to march till it come, 

And pocket the English money. 

Pay we get thus, boys — pay we get thus ; 
Peace isn't worth a brass farthing to us : 
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The German, the Frenchman, the Prussian, the Rubs, 

All pocket the English money. 

Oh I what is John Bull ? — what is John Bull ? 
A cormorant, graced with the head of a gull ; 
He picks up at sea, and we pick his numskull, 

And pocket the English money. 

This shark of the seas — this shark of the seas 
Greedily snaps what he throws up with ease ; 
At land we still drain him whenever we please, 

And pocket the English money. 

Never give o'er, hoys — never give o'er! 
England still pays as she 's paid ye before ; 
Though fleeced for ten ages, you'll fleece her ten more, 

And pocket the English money. 

War be the cry then — war be the cry I 
Goad up the Bull, while the subsidies fly ; 
D — n the old sour-kraut, garlic, and rye, 

And pocket the English money. 

To it again, boys — to it again ! 
Long may our three cunning emperors reign, 
And the lads of the Neva, the Danube, and Seine 

Long pocket the English money. 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE, 

From the old celebrated lyric bard, Captain Morris, in reply to an 
invitation to dine out on his birthday, May 18, 1832, 

TO SIR J. SCOTT, BART., 

FINCHLS7. 

Time now has brought round, on this day of my birth, 
The eighty-sixth year that I-'ve breathed upon earth. 
Such a number of days, if in sorrow they ran, 
Through a course of rough life, would be ample for 

man: 
But my days have been smooth ; and though many are 

past, 
I expect yet a few ere I come to the last. 
For so little I 'm damaged by those gone before, 
I Ve a fair cheering promise to hold a few more. 
Now, if in this blessing of Hope I 'm not wrong, 
It 's a gay grateful theme for a thanksgiving song ; 
And I call on your spirit, still social and gay, 
To chorus the strain, while I roar it away. 
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For I mean (as in age it 's a very rare thing) 
With the voice of a Stentor to make your hall ring ; 
And show you, in proof, by the tone of my song, 
The older the fabric the echo more strong. 

Thus to meet you to-day, in full joy, I propose ; 
But remember — lodge tiled, and all under the rose ! 
Remember I fought in a politic ring, 
Great Fox was my master, and George was my king; 
And so tinged is my life with " lang syne" in my view, 
That I talk in old strains, and am dumb in the new. 
Select then, my friend, (as I 'm laid on the shelf,) 
Some guests, if you can, near the age of myself; — 
But, alas ! all are gone — you '11 not find in the town 
Three heads, or three hearts, near the date of my own. 
One, indeed, there remains — of so noble a bent, 
That his powers alone fill the void I lament, 

r 

And our brave British king, by the blessing of Fate, 
Has placed his strong hand on the helm of the state : 
There, with power that no wicked strife can remove, 
He 's fix'd by our Monarch, and held by our love, 
While the base jobbing traitors, the curse of our land, 
Sink, hated and helpless, beneath his firm hand. 
Oh, with what holy triumph will History say, 
" A basely-sold country was saved by a Grey 1 " 
While Britain for ever will hail the blest name 
That rescued her freedom and banish'd her shame. 
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I rejoice then, my friend, as indeed well I may, 
That the Fates spin my life to so happy a day,: 
I entreat them, however, still longer to smile, 
And I trust they will yet close their scissars awhile ; 
That my heart, through the land, in proud triumph, 

may sing, 
The Country is saved, and may God save the King ! 

Let me know, if you can, at what hour you dine ; 
And remember I drink neither spirit nor wine, 
Shun all feasting and toasting, and take now at most 
A glass of mild ale and a slice of the roast ; 
But, indeed (after meals as % I 'm subject to nap,) 
I seldom now stray from my family scrap, 
At banquets and splendours my spirits decline, 
And I feel very flat at what 's call'd very fine : 
I 'm so old that o'er all airy fancies I sigh, 
And the glare of Life's tinsel 's too light for my eye. 

" That was long not the case," you reply, " though 

now done, 
Your name lives recorded as Mirth's gayest son." 
So it does — but now hear what is equally true, 
What my Muse feign'd in fancy my heart never 

knew. 
Through a passport from Phoebus, indeed, I must say 
I was mix'd many years with the great and the gay, 
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In Royalty's circles still ranged as a guest. 
And in all Fashion's revels still sought and carest ; 
But indeed, strange to say, my contemplative mind 
Even then was to lonely seclusion inclined ; 
For I f m pensive, and, miz'd with mortality's clay, 
Have a cast of reflection that chides me when gay ; 
And I feel still a wish, where vain glare is display'd, 
To steal to my corner, and muse in the shade. 
In short, I 'm a mouse ; — hut, as health is restored, 
I '11 creep from my hole, to make one at your board ; 
And, in trust that you '11 not my old twaddle condemn, 
I remain, my dear friend, 

Ever yours, 

CM. 
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SAD REALITY. 

Adieu, witching Fancy ! thy visions are past ; 
The hand of old Time draws the curtain at last. 
Adieu, sweet Illusion ! wild impulse of Mirth ! 
The dusk of Life's eve throws its shade o'er the earth, 
And all the bright dreams that Hope colour d so fair 
Lie sunk in mere matter and realised Care. 

Well, such is man's lot — e'en the muse-ridden pate, 
Nay, the lover, must yield his wild fervours to Fate ; 
And, when the sweet treachery of Fancy is past, 
Sit down a mere drudge in Life's workshop at last. 
Alas ! when the hope-heated glow of Youth's fire, 
Deep quench'd in Experience, no more dare aspire ; 
When the keen soaring spirit, high wing'd for delight, 
Finds no promised Elysium, its search to requite ; 
When the visions of Rapture, that Passion supplies, 
Dissolve in Truth's sunbeam, and fleet from our eyes : 
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Then the poor cheated heart, quitting struggles so vain, 
Sinks, hopelessly, back to Life's trammels again ; 
And feels the clear truth, ever tardily own'd, 
'T is not in this world the soul's bliss must be found. 

Since man's mortal compound 's thus fix'd from his 
birth, 
Since his spirit 's alloy'd by the dross of his earth, 
Since the spring of his mind, still thrown back by De- 
spair, 
Lies clogg'd by his clay for the work of low Care, 
Kings and beggars alike must give up the vain strife, 
And wearily sip the mix'd potion of Life ; 
And, with Solomon, own that the dreams of Life's span 
Are vain and vexatious to earth-moulded man. 

Now, say, has Religion, Philosophy, Sense, 
Reclaim' d Vice's error, or Folly's pretence ? 
Have the maxims of Wisdom and Duty, combined, 
Yet taught man to move with content in his mind ? 
If all that Pride offers to Vanity's sight 
Scarce gives the heart's pulse one short pant of delight, 
If man's eager promise of joy 's still betray 'd, 
And the light of Life's hopes ever lost in its shade, 
Shall a mortal thus school'd raise his impotent thought 
To a height past all reach, and deny'd human lot ? 
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Yet for ever he .strives, though still foil'd in his pains, 
To reach past the limit that Nature ordains* 
Bach, spite of the rules that just Heaven has traced, 
Thinks his lot is more special, his being more graced; 
And the self-adored minion still feeds on the whim 
That the box of Pandora holds jewels for him / 

Is this all that Reason applies to the cause ? 
Is this all that Thought from -Experiment draws? 
Will not proof upon proof, thus for ever made plain, 
Turn man from a folly so fatal and vain ? 
No : — heedless he drives 'midst the ruin and wreck, 
With an egotist charm round his self-betray'd neck ; 
Still presuming, with eyes alike impious and dim, 
That the order of Nature will vary for him ; 
And boasts, 'midst the warnings when others are 

wreck'd, 
His fate 's an exception, his portion select : 
Till he finds, while just Heaven his daring denies, 
That he 's toiVd like a blockhead, — asks pardon, and 

dies! 
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THE WASTING TAPER. 

Oft on this seat, in wild enamour'd woe, 

My struggling soul hath bade my sorrows flow ; 

Oft ask'd from Fate's sure hand a speedy dart, 

To strike a mortal mercy on my heart. 

No holy martyr, tranced in heavenly view, 

E'er wish'd more warmly, or e'er pray'd more true £ 

No dungeon' d captive, crazed with black despair, 

Held life less welcome, or saw death more fair : 

Yet still I breathe, — stern justice wills it so : 

Joys, yet unbalanced, want their poise of woe ; 

Heaven's equal hand, that life's condition squares, 

Still bids me live, to take my load of cares ; 

To strike past triumphs of my heart to dust, 

And trim the scale of Fate, divinely just. 

Great God ! 'tis done — thy chastening hand I own, 

And prostrate lies my heart at Mercy's throne. 

But, oh I if e'er sweet Ella's steps retreat 
To court the shade that cools this conscious seat, 
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One tear of sorrow let remembrance move, 

And stir one pitying pant for hopeless love. 

Say, the same hand her melting eyes designed 

Wove the soft texture of my anguished mind ; 

Tell her their beams, where all my blessings shone, 

Made life a desert when their light was gone ; 

Tell her, though Virtue bar the bosom's claim, 

A kindred soul must catch a kindred flame ; 

Tell her, her looks a mental mirror, shone, 

That, as they mark'd her mind, still show'd my own ; 

In all their varying lights, with fond amaze, 

I found my heart reflected in their gaze, 

Stamp'd on each thought, word, act, by Heaven's own 

law, 
My very being, self, and soul, I saw. 
Could I but love where Fate's own will designed 
The type predestined of a fellow mind ; 
Where, in soft union, though perversely crost, 
My soul was mingled, though my sighs were lost? 

Ah ! well I know love cross'd by human laws 
No gleam of joy but from its suffering draws ; 
Yet, as she own'd, to soothe my sad farewell, 
A virtuous pity in her heart might dwell, 
Tell her, the lonely grief of love-cross'd minds 
Through the wide world no soothing solace finds ; 
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No flower that springs where Pleasure's footsteps stroll 
Can live within the void that starves the soul. 
Alas I the earth no healing drag contains, 
Or tongue a charm, to lull the deathless pains ; 
Though still the sapient lip attempts to teach 
What Reason shapes, and tranquil bosoms preach. 

No I — far be all the futile strife of Thought, 
Which Passion scorns, and Nature mocks to nought ; 
But as I sink, with spirits crazed and weak, 
And Life hangs, sickening, on my wasted cheek ; 
Or when I breathless lie, of all bereft, 
And Death hath seized the wreck which Love hath left : 
Then let her say, what then may Virtue touch, 
" One sigh should follow thee, who felt so much. 
Alas I poor wretch — thy feverish day is past ; 
And in my life thy hapless doom was cast I " 



215 



TO HIS GRACE 

CHARLES, DUKE OF NORFOLK. 

Oft have you ask'd me where the art I got 
To rhyme with ready ease, while you cannot ; 
And oft I Ve seen in your approving eyes 
A flattering envy wake with your surprise. 
To this I say, Here art has nought to do : 
Were that the case, all skill would lie with you. 

Nature by chance has given these ears of mine 
A scale instinctive for the flowing line ; 
A keen discriminating. sense of. sound, 
That feels the shock when slightest discords wound. 
That 's all my merit — and, alas ! you see 
'T is not my merit, hut the Fates' decree. 
So pleased my ear a measured cadence feels, 
That e'en through prose a tinkling bias steals. 
My theme may err ; but, though I Ve idly sung, 
No verse of mine e'er jarr'd on Music's tongue : 
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If e'er the measure seems to hitch or halt, 
'T is not my failure, bat the copier's malt ; 
For e'en though Reason mock what Fancy say, 
StQl soothing Melody tones Folly's lay, 
And those will own who 'd not my Muse asperse, 
His prose may limp, but true 's his foot in verse. 
Yes, to these limits all my art is bound, 
These quick conceptions of poetic sound, 
Smooth-gliding measures that to ears belong, 
For Nature gave no music to my tongue ; 
Yet fix'd a guard around my scribbling shelf, 
For none can chant their burdens but myself. 

But, ah ! this flattering favour from the Muse 
Abstracts from life, and shades its wiser views ; 
And worse, my friend, this power to weave the strain 
Oft prompts presumption from an empty brain ; 
Still tempts the fool to hitch his dreams in rhyme, 
And string harsh nonsense in a harsher chime : 
Gives him an itch to load his dusty shelf, 
And fill waste pages read but by himself. 
Thank Heaven ! that's not my fate. My friends take 

care . ' 

I ne'er shall have much studying time to spare. 
What with the friend, the bottle, and the belle, 
My lonely labours have no power to swell ; 
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Still press'd to mirth, I sketch my scrawls at sight, 
And sweet goes time for want of time to write. 
If 't is my lucky lot to thus obtain 
What studious merit vainly strives to gain — 
If to my share the favouring gits have sent 
A life of health, of mirth, and gay content — 
And yield those festive blessings, as I roam, 
That lures my spirit from a lonely home- 
Shall I not thank my stars for gifts like these, 
And bless a fate that 's lent me power to please ? 
That yields me Life's supplies from Fancy's store, 
And passport grants that opes the banquet's door ; 
That prints a social welcome on my name, 
And lifts, by wide request, my humble fame ? 

Sprung from a soldier's loins, whose naked sword 
Earn'd the poor pittance of his scanty board ; 
With bare inheritance, but boundless health, 
The world's free ticket is my sum of wealth ; 
And all the blessings of my lot below 
The fond receptions that from Friendship flow. 

O happy hour, when all-directing Fate 
Bound a bay leaf around my penceless pate ! 
When the kind Muse made sweet my infant food, 
And mingled Mirth's brisk spirit with my blood I 

VOL. II. l 
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Oh, let me bend to Heaven's indulgent care, 
That stamp' d on humble hope a fate bo fair ; 
In Life's rough mart consign' d me joy and ease, 
And gave'me means to pay, by means to please ! 

But now, my friend, when Time's uprooting plough 
Draws its deep fissures o'er my furrow'd brow ; 
When near an age of joy has dimm'd my fire, 
And wasting Nature feels her pulse retire ; 
How shall a mind, a Muse, so gay as mine, 
Sink to repose, and all its bliss resign ? 
How shall she cheer her lonely days on earth, 
And soothe a heart that beat to Love and Mirth ? 
Not by bare Reason — no ; 'tis past her power 
To gild the gloom of that reluctant hour. 
Still would the restless spirit chase repose, 
And haunt the region where her joys arose ; 
E'en to the last my conscious heart would own, 
Though wrapp'd in shade, it linger'd o'er the Town ; 
And, midst the fretful slumbers of my bed, 
The darling dream would hover round my head. 
Where, then, is man to turn, whose life, like mine, 
Glow'd in the burning zone of Love and Wine ? 
Who, flusb'd with festive fire and frolic song, 
Still roused the revel, and led Mirth along? 
Perhaps you '11 say, " Your Muse is still your own ;" 
I grant it is — but 't is a Muse alone : 
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Where now th' associates that awaked her art ? 

Where the charm'd eyes that spurr'd their votary's 
heart? 

Where is th* indulgent crowd of friends, that praised 
And join'd the chorns'd sympathy she raised?— 
All, all at rest ! — while Age, forlorn and hare, 
Lied by pale Sorrow to his lonely chair, 
Sits pondering o'er, in retrospective gaze, 
The vanish'd splendours of his brighter days. 

" Here, then, my friend," you '11 say, « I see with pain 
Thy case is cureless, and thy hope is vain." 
Not so : for Fate, to souls of ardent glow, 
Lifts the rapt thought from all its wreck below; 
And, ere life's close be shaded by despair, 
Spreads the bright radiance of a dream more fair ; 
Bids the enthusiast spirit seek its Sire, 
And glow in ardours of sublimer fire. 
Here lives the world-worn bosom's sure resource, 
Here flows the bliss of Age's holy course, 
Here rests the heart, of earthly joys bereft, 
And draws a balm from all the sweets it left. 
'T is thus, my friend, from earth to Heaven I soar, 
And lift those eyes that downward bent before, 
Resign in peace the powers that Time destroy'd, 

And fill with heavenly hope .a worldly void. 

l2 
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See me now, seated, patient and serene, 
Veil'd in tb' oblivion of life's former scene ; 
In grateful meekness courting deeper shade, 
And lulling Memory till its ghost be laid. 

Come, and behold me. I 'm a lesson fair 
Of man's gay folly, and his graver care ; 
Here read life's close, and see at once, in me, 
A type of what he should and should not be : — 
The slave of Comus, by transforming Time 
Wean'd from his romps, his revels, and his rhyme ; 
A wandering spirit, lured by all the Town, 
Now turn'd to grace, and drawn by Heaven alone, 
And calmly waiting, with confiding mind, 
That solemn blow that levels all mankind. 
Come, learn that theme which still, though taught by 

Fate, 
Makes slowest progress with the proud and great ; 
And, ere vain grandeur close its earthly span, 
Come, and compare the equal lot of man, 
To life's decaying hour give value due, 
And think with me, who long have thought with you. 
Let the twin spirits of our friendly day 
In purer glory blend their parting ray ; 
For soon will now (as Age assures it must) 
The duke be ashes, and the poet dust. 
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Herb 's a song in last century's strain : 

My bosom 's as light as a feather ; 
I 've got my gay heart back again. 

Which late was in Love's heavy tether* 
No longer I 'm held in a noose, 

No longer a dull moping fellow ; 
With a touch of the grape I got loose— 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 

Mellow, mellow, mellow, &c, 

For Chloe I once had a whim, 

While Phillis for me had a fancy ; 
Such folly still runs in this trim, 

Whatever a woman or man say. 
Then fools the cross Fates may accuse, 

I leave them to bluster and bellow ; 
With a touch of the grape I got loose, 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 
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Good Lord I when I think, what an ass 

I was to be blinded by beauty ! 
To give up for Chloe my glass, 

And shift from brisk Bacchus my duty,! 
Then I moped, sick and green as a goose ; 

Now I dance, like a brisk Punchinello : 
With a touch of the grape I got loose, 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 

Perhaps you might wish me to show 

Other means silly love to get over ; 
But, faith, if he dangle, I know 

But one way to save a moped lover. 
While the swain at her elbow she sees, 

He's sure to be teazed like Othello ; 
'T is alone by the grape he '11 get ease, 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 

If any be fool'd then as I, 

Let him take to his heels, though it 's treason, 
Scamper off, out of reach of her eye ; 

For it 's safer to run than to reason. 
And if Music's soft strain he refuse, 

Flute, fiddle, and violoncello, 
With a touch of the grape he '11 get loose, 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 
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Then here 's to the charms I give up ; 

For now, that I 'm cured of my folly, 
Their beauties may season my cup, 

And serve me to laugh and be jolly. 
Now others may take, if they choose, 

My teazing JBelUssima Bella, 
From whom by the grape I got loose, 

And a temper both cheerful and mellow. 

Thus far this vile strain I have penn'd ; 

But think not my mind I 'm expressing. 
No I — death might my being then end, 

For life couldn't yield me a blessing. 
If I felt not the pulse of my heart 

Beat to Beauty a soft ritorneUo, 
No touch of the grape could impart 

A mind either, cheerful or mellow. 

Round our realm shall such maxims be blown ? 

Such impiety bellow'd and bruited ? 
By no heart more abhorr'd than my own, 

By no life more disdain d and refuted. 
*T is the jargon of muddy-brain'd Mirth, 

The slang of each loose-living fellow ; 
Brute boast of the sots upon earth, 

But the scorn of the cheerful and mellow. 
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'T is thus that sweet woman 's abased 
By last century's songs, to arraign her, 

Where the flask, as a philter, was used 
To prompt the flush'd fool to disdain her. 

Let me tear this foul mask from the Muse, 
This deadly life-shading umbrella, 

And show the blest form to our views 

- That 's adored by the cheerful and mellow. 

Indeed I have scribbled this song 

To shame (what I trust is not common) 
The sots, who all Nature thus wrong, 

To teach man a loathing for woman. 
Where find we a blessing of worth, 

But where a fond heart meets its fellow ? 
That gives all the joy upon earth, 

And a temper still cheerful and mellow. 

Could it ever be thought that the Muse 

Should have subjects like this for repelling ? 

That man's eye Heaven's light should refuse, 
And his lip against Love be rebelling ? 

* 

But each swain, in last century's songs, 
Made a fiend of each sweet Pastorella ; 

And to murder Love's rights by its wrongs, 
Was his means to be cheerful and mellow. 
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For me, Venus I let me be held 

Enchained by my heart and my fancy ; 
The flame by no reason be quelFd, 

Or unchain'd the sweet necromancy. 
May I ever hang fast in the noose 

Of some Hebe, or Phoebe, or Stella ; 
And I trust that, till death set me loose, 

I shall always be cheerful and mellow. 
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LADY L. AND SIR T. N. 

A LATE SCENE, AND MORAL LESSON. 

A noble victim, yet of virtue pure, 

Too wise to seek in rice for misery's cure, 

(O'erruled by Fashion and the pride of line,) 

Thus mourn'd her fate at Love's deserted shrine ; 

While the fond partner of her early flame, 

Wept by her side, and soothed her virtuous shame. 

" How dull, how vain the heartless pride of state. 
How poor the triumph to be coldly great, 
How faint the help that Dissipation tries, 
How dead each varying scene that meets our eyes, 
When base-form'd wedlocks from the soul remove 
The quickening light and vital charm of Love ! 
Alas I through all the shifts that Hope allure, 
Whether in thought or sense she seek a cure, 
Whether by Reason or by Folly led, 
No art can cheer the heart or charm the head ! 
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Still, while we toil to fail, pursue to miss, 
The joyless bosom craves its absent bliss ; 
And finds, like wretched man beneath the Pole, 
The sun is wanting in the realm of soul." 

" Cease;" cry'd the swain, " too well I know that 
truth 
Which Pride's ambitious lesson hides from Youth ; 
That impious Pride that, with parental art, 
Prompts Age's breast to sell the youthful heart ; 
That stamps on gold th' impression of delight, 
And lures the novice eye, in Nature's spite* 
Cursed be the deed, and every end and aim 
That cheats the breast, and slanders Virtue's name ; 
And cursed ye barbarous sires, who urge its power, 
And, ere the beauty buds, devote the flower ; 
Who scorn the experienced proof your lives bewail, 
And set untaught Simplicity to sale ; 
Betray sweet Duty's child to endless woes, 
And plant a canker in the springing rose. 
Cursed be your hope, and Disappointment maim 
Th' infernal purpose with unceasing shame ! 
A life of baffled wishes mock your pride, 
And Pity's self turn scoffer and deride !" 

" Amen ! " she cry'd; "but, oh! that curse were weak 
When my offending tongue my shame would speak. 
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What curse for me, who play'd this venal part 
When Nature's tenderest impulse warm'd my heart? 
Yes I at that hour when Love's celestial beam 
Pour'd o'er my soul its soft seductive dream ; 
Touch'd every sense, and mingling in each vein, 
Fill'd my fond melting breast with rapturous pain — 
Then, in that moment when, in thought divine, 
Pure Passion's world of bliss was wholly mine : 
E'en at that hour, cursed Fashion raised its spell, 
Pride urged her suit, and faithless woman fell ; 
The toys of glittering Grandeur shone to please, 
And dazzled Folly reach'd her hand to seize. 
O luckless hand, thus doom* d my heart to tear, 
For Nature's darling image murder'd there ! 
O breast, empoison'd for Ambition's ends, 
And sold to Woe, to swell the pride of friends ! " 

" Hold ! ". cry'd the lover, " see the tears of truth 
Stream from the friend, the favourite of thy youth. 
Spare a wreck'd heart, with deathless faith imprest, 
True to each kindred touch that moves thy breast. 
Yet, for a while, that luckless tale control, 
Nor drown in Memory's woes my struggling soul. 
Yet, yet we live ! though human, laws remove 
The heart's warm impulse and the voice of Love : 
Though, guiltless now, thou canst not joy impart, 
Or turn the rays of Passion on my heart, 
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Still Hope a vaguely cheering beam supplies, 
And Fate may free thy law-averted eyes." 

At this she raised a look from Sorrow's dream, 
While Hope's illusion trembled in its beam ; 
A smile, that glow'd with Nature's yielding grace, 
Rush'd from her heart and wanton'd in her face ; 
A smile that, shed o'er Life's departing breath, 
Would mingle rapture with the sob of death. 
" Oh, take," she cry'd, " if yet thy wishes live, 
All that the fetter'd soul of Love may give : 
If yet thy injured heart can pity mine, 
My hopes, my tears, my prayers be ever thine ! 
They fill my breast, and surely 'tis no sin 
To vent without, the truths Heaven 's fix'd within. 
Tied to the stake, my frame must waste its breath ; 
But all that Fate allows is thine till death." 

Here rose the youth, upcast his grateful eye, 
And breathed, in Passion's prayer, this fond reply : — 
" O God of Nature, through my bosom glide 
Soft Sensibility, soul-melting tide ! 
In Pity's tenderest semblance clothe my breast ; 
And there let Love, with Faith, delight to rest ! 
Still let them soothe my meditative hour, 
Still blend their virtues, and still hold their power. 
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And thou, bright Fancy I life's refined delight. 
Oh, rear thy blissful visions to my sight I 
Still let me wander through the boundless scope 
Of witching Flattery and heart-soothing Hope ! 
Though Folly mock, oh, lift me from the ground. 
High o'er the track of Life's mechanic round I 
Still let me taste, in dreams by Fancy wrought, 
The tender wildness of enamour'd Thought ! 
Well pleased to live in Frensy's semblance drest, 
The idiot's wonder, and the miser's jest. 

"Then, if at last it be thy will, kind Fate I 
By Time's blest hand to loose her chain of hate, 
Oh, may her hope-wreck'd heart again confess 
The long-veiled sympathy of fond excess ! 
May Fancy whisper joys in every breath, 
And Love's charm'd life reward its years of death. 
Still may our mutual flame, with equal ray, 
Mature the blossoms of this blissful day ; 
And the past pain of grief-cross'd Passion prove 
A source exhaustless of relummed Love ! 
Long may the sweets of fond Affection's strife 
Blend all the tender harmonies of Life ; 
Till from the holy energies arise 
That bliss of soul that fits us for the skies." 
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Last night, my dear friend, as we sat down to tea, 
Your letter arrived, ever welcome to me ; 
And I find, on perusal, you 're anxious to know 
How I live, in my last resting-place here below. 
You beg me to tell (though, perhaps, not in rhyme) 
How I square my employments, and get through my 

time; 
You would know how and when I eat, sleep, work, and 

play; 
In short, all the hows and the whens of my day. 
In compliance, my friend, here, as well as I can, 
Though it 's all daily sameness, 1 11 sketch you my 
plan. 

At eight, prayers, ablutions, and breakfast all o'er, 
I walk, dig, or hoe, for a stomach at four. 
Then I sit at my cot, in a snug little hole, 
With a friend at my elbow, and grog in my bowl ; 



232 MY WAT OF LIFE. 

The roses in bloom round my casement are spread, 
And a thousand sweet visions flit round my old head. 
In a brisk play of mirth, which we gaily keep up, 
I freshen my spirits and season my cup : 
Thus I feel in Life's winter past gleams of its spring, 
And, in cheerful illusion, sip Nectar, and sing. 
'T is illusion I own, and unsanction^ by Hope ; 
But Fancy looks forward, though Life has no scope ; 
And while Age still assures me Joy's prospect is past, 
Still Folly's allurements coax on to the last ; 
But coax not to wound, — for, no dupe to the cheat, 
I seek not the substance, yet court the deceit : 
For Life's chequer'd load, still more weighty than light, 
Through Mirth's magic glass, seems reversed to the 
sight. 

This you say you approve ; but express much sur- 
prise 
That, surrounded with Beauty, I feast not my eyes ; 
That, placed amidst Nature's .sweet charms, I have not, 
For many past months, stirr'd a mile from my cot. 
As a scribbler, you think a gftat store I might glean 
From the nymphs, and the, swains, and the charms of 

the scene ; 
And you say 't would afford me (as roving does you) 
Both something to think of, and something to do. 
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.As you pity me thus, and much wonder, you say, 
How I keep up my spirits, and get through my day, 
'You shall hear, my good friend, how my hours I fill ; 
For my mind travels much, though my body is still. 

As dreams are now all wasted Nature will give, 
In a sweet rumination of Memory I live ; 
Draw up all the store from my breast, where it lays, 
And, like my old cow, chew the cud of my days : 
Some thistles and thorns, that rash feeding denote, 
Oft rise in the passage, and stick in my throat ; 
But mingled together, the smooth and the rough, 
Make a bearable mixture, though bitter enough. 
Then I read and I write, and at ten down I lay ; 
Rise early, eat plain, and walk six miles a day. 
This I do, in all weathers, by so many rounds 
Of a long measured walk in my own little grounds ; — 
And, as Peace is Health's nurse, though my means are 

but small, 
They 're so squared to my wants I 'm ne'er fretted at all. 

So much for my habits : and now let me say 
What it is keeps the spring of my spirits in play. 
Oh, think not, my friend, while I carelessly jest, 
'T is the light flash of Folly that plays on my breast : 
There lies in my heart a rich relic in store, 
That will gild all my life till that life be no more. 
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This soothes the lone thoughts that in solitude pass ; 
This wakes the brisk spirit that plays round my glass; 
This, while o'er my days Life's realities fade, 
Still leaves a sweet vision that shines through the shade; 
And from this lasting light, on a heart warm and true, 
All joy is reflected, and life has its hue. 

Thus you see, my dear friend, how grave Age may 

be blest ; 
Though I 've shade round my head, I 've a sun in my 

breast: 
And that sun, as you find, draws the rays it supplies 
Not from Phoebus's beams, but from Venus's eyes ; 
Those eyes, ere Fate closed them, in pity bestow'd 
A gleam of reflection, where once they had glow'd ; 
And all I behold now of Nature or Art 
Bears a tinge of the lesson it left on my heart. 
This keeps me at home — there I rove while I rest ; 
There 's my world, for I Ve all my life's wealth in my 

breast ; 
And all scenes that allure from this pensive delight 
But die on my memory, and fade on my sight. 
Thus I live in sad solace, too dear to remove, 
A faded philosopher, shrouded in love. 

This you blame ; and you tell me, in Ridicule's strain, 
I 've a doting old heart, and a fancy-fed brain ; 
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That no one, like me, would lie hid in his cot, 
'JMRdstrthe world of sweet charms that embellish the 

spot. 
I grant yon, indeed, if there bloom'd not within 
A still sweeter world, it were worse than a sin. 
few, I own, 'midst these scenes, in their corner would 

rest, 
for never was Nature more lovingly drest: 
*T is a scene of enchantment, a Paradise pure, 
And Elysium still opes, when I open my door. 
I view it with rapture, confess it most blest; 
But my thoughts while I gaze still fly back to my breast, 
And, though groves of delight all around me I see, 
The grove of my Memory 's still sweeter to me. 
If my eye strays abroad, it seems ever to wrong 
A charm more attractive, an impulse more strong. 
To mere observation I cannot impel 
The thoughts that delight in warm ardours to dwell ; 
And I feel, when my mind to this task I remove, 
*T is a theft from my bosom, that claims it for Love. 

You ask me what folks near my hut have a seat, 
And what sort of neighbours surround my retreat. 
All I know, for I 've yet scarce of one seen the face, 
They 're a wealthy, a worthy, and excellent race ; 
All honour'd in life, and in heart, and in name, 
For esteem and respect, high in credit and fame. 



286 MY WAT OF LIFE. 

For the rustics around, though they vary in worth, 
They 're not worse than the rest of their race upon 

earth; 
And I cannot hut praise ; for, whoe'er they molest, 
I must own it 's hut seldom they plunder my nest : 
Perhaps this is luck ; hut, whatever it he, 
T is hut fair, as I m spared, to he noticed by me. 
Next you beg me to tell you, as well as I can, 
How the young folks around me submit to my plan ; 
How the eyes, that alone Town varieties please, 
Check their tears of regret, amidst bushes and trees ; 
How the feet, so alert in a waltz or quadrille, 
Drag their poor weary frames up a breath-bursting hill. 
To this I reply that, whate'er be their bent, v 

All is sweet acquiescence and placid content : 
No grandsire, I think, in a similar case, 
Ever had a more patient affectionate race ; 
What to me appears right, to them ne'er appears 

wrong, 
Nor is e'er so express'd by their eyes or their tongue. 
I know they prefer (if the truth they would own) 
The glare, and the crowd, and the noise of the Town ; 
T is the taste of their years, so I give the young folk 
A good winter's run in the bustle and smoke : 
And, when jaded with racket, they 're glad to repose 
In the shade of the woodbine and scent of the rose. 
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Thus, my friend, with good-humour, good wine, and a 

song, 
I tread my last path, and go gaily along ; 
Try by concord all others to please through the day, 
And at night for myself health and mercy I pray. 

I find, in the next friendly question you put, 
You ask me what prospects I see from my hut 
To this I reply, Nature never yet spread 
A more bountiful banquet for heart or for head ; 
But you wish me to name, and to mark by each place, 
What beauty-spots shine upon Nature's sweet face. 
Ah, my friend, here, alas ! I confess I 'm at fault : 
I 've not singled her charms with the care that I ought. 
She struck me in total, and here, I confess, 
In adoring the Greater, I Ve pass'd o'er the less. 
Besides, as an humble recluse, I have not, 
Except from my window, view'd any one spot. 
As to houses, whate'er be the notice they claim, 
As I ne'er stir from home, I know scarcely their name; 
But scores of gay structures and stately domains 
Adorn the sweet hills, and embellish the plains. 
Indeed, on all sides of this Paradise ground 
Fair seats and famed villas spread beauty around. 
One only defect this Arcadia shows, 
No clear, crystal, wide-water'd river here flows ; 
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But a dull, dormant, mud-mingled stream of no worth 
Creeps, ashamed of itself, and oft hides in the earth ; 
To its shy bury'd course a fit name they affix, 
The Mole, — a true type of this branch of the Styx, 
Which seeks from the surface of earth to remove, 
As conscious 't were fitter below than above. 

Now you Ve got many answers, my friend ; and do 
you 
Come as soon as you can here, and see if they 're true. 
I wish much to show you, in practical proof, 
This Temple of Peace, with its poor little roof. 
We Ve expected you long, and, with wish so sincere, 
That your name 's the first word that at rising we hear, 
And the last words are still, as to bed we retreat, 
" Perhaps, our dear friend we to-morrow shall meet." 
Every minute, my girls, with a rival delight, 
Crowd the windows to catch of your form the first sight, 
And in each distant figure the road brings in view 
Think they find the resemblance Hope pictures of you. 
But nonsense apart, now do tell me, dear friend. 
When you mean your kind course to this cabin to bend ; 
On what day I may promise my soul to renew 
A cup of dear heartfelt remembrance with you? 
I 've but little to run on life's spindle, you know, 
And I can't lose a hope by postponement below. 



I 
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Come along then, my friend, mount thy trusty old steed, 
Ere the hand that would grasp thee 's too cold for the 

deed. 
With thy richly stored heart grace this cabin of rest, 
Ere the shade of oblivion blot all from my breast. 
Oh, in purest delight will that breast ever beat, 
While I trace the past joys of our letter'd retreat, 
When we met in each other a true fellow-tfoind, 
And 'midst Cambria's sweet scenes were in friendship 

entwined. 
Those days, my dear friend, though Fate shorten'd 

their space, 

Are days of sweet virtue, still grateful to trace ; 

And, through all the past scenes recollections impart, 

Those pure golden moments best solace my heart 

» 
You doubt of my health ; but, permit me to say, 

I never had better, or humour more gay. 

The Fates yet a full tide of spirits allow, • 

Though the age of a patriarch now furrows my brow ; 

And I promise you, both from my cask and my skull. 

Your kind visit to me shall not be dry or dull. 

In your postscript you beg, what I feel I 'd relate 
Of the politics, parties, and feuds of the State ; — 
But, excuse me, I find there my stomach so kick, 
It 's a nausea, that turns my whole viscera sick. 
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In these patriot displays of self-interest and hate, 

My poor puny spleen would but mockery create ; 

And my heart's blighted wishes, by death long deprest, 

Have closed me in silence, and sadden'd my breast. 

Alas ! you well know, through all shifts and all shocks, 

My voice ever follow'd the view of the Fox ; 

I was first in the pack to give mouth for my friend, 

But Fate struck me mute when the course had an end. 

I 'm now in a soft silent solitude laid, 

Becalm'd in mild dreams of reflection and shade : 

To no juntas, gangs, parties, cabals am I known ; 

But shun the foul vortex, and see it whirl on ; 

Contented to sit, unconcerned in the strife, 

A wreck of past service, and cipher for life. 

But how could you ask — you, a man of such nous — 

What I think of the farce in the Jobmongers' House? 

Shall I seek, in this sparring arena of Shame, 

Who humbugs the best, or best plays his own game ? 

Must I weigh all the tricks of these jugglers — or judge 

Of their shams and their shuffles, their flash and their 

fudge? 
No, my friend ! — in these conflicts so clearly is seen 
The rancorous impulse of interest and spleen, 
When these feuds of mean fury in print meet my eyes, 
I turn the leaf over, and smother the lies. 
In short, these vile tricks such sick vapours create, 
I ne'er dip in the dirty foul sink of the State. 
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Thus you know what I think, so permit me to hope 
You '11 allow me this theme of mean mischief to drop; 
And I trust, when at Friendship's pure fount we shall 

sip, 
Mot a breath from this kennel shall poison our lip. 
Great Jove we '11 implore, while the Nectar shall flow, 
Xo shield Crown and country from faction and foe ; 
We '11 ask from the Fates the best boon they can bring, 
Long peace to the land, and long health to the King. 
Thus we '11 pass the sweet night in fond memory and 

song, 
And loose our gay hearts, to entwine 'em more strong. 

In conclusion you ask me to tell you who dwells 
'Midst the matchless delights of these hills and these 

dells ? 
But I tell you, my friend, as I told you before, 
I *ve not spoke to one soul, or have enter'd one door; 
And I know no more either of Commons or Peers 
Than I do of the Muftis, or Moors of Algiers. 
All I know is, what all here around will proclaim, 
They 're all worthy folks, of high honour and name : 
This is luck rather rare, and I feel myself blest 
That the last steps of life have here led me to rest ; 
That so aged a hermit has found upon earth 
A cell for his prayers, 'midst such comfort and worth, 

VOL. II. M 
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But what sort of folks, you request me to say, 
Do I find as associates to help out my day ? 
You surprise me in this ; for you know, my dear friend, 
Seclusion 's my object, and quiet my end. 
But as there are friends, dear to both you and I, 
Who think without gossip a mortal must die, 
I '11 tell you how kindly benevolent Fate 
Has secured my old head a fit crony to prate. 

There lives not too far from this cabin of mine 
A pious, well-bred, and well-learn'd divine, 
Not richly endow'd, save in heart and in head, 
But there he 's scarce equalled by living or dead. 
With this friend to my taste we 've a feast every night 
Of mirth-mingled reason and classic delight ; 
We thus feed our souls, but, as sons of the earth, 
Dip our tongues, when too dry, in the fountain of mirth ; 
Still with flowers of Fancy, upheld by the vine, 
In a wreath of sweet mixture, our joys we combine ; 
And ever resolve, as our parting is pain, 
To taste the next night the like solace again. 
Thus I glide through my path ; and, whatever you say, 
'T is a pleasant by-road for the step of my day. 

Thank God, I am not by infirmity led 
To seek silent shade for a languishing head : 



MY WAY OF LIFE, 243 

Alone in the mind lies the wish it inspires, 
And a world-weary'd soul, in firm body, retires. 
"T is said, that by seven years' periods one sees 
All things of this world in new lights and degrees ; 
And I find by this rule, though scarce noticed by some, 
That the last and the best of my periods is come. 
The eyes, when from false worldly glare they remove, 
Though dimm'd upon earth, see more clearly above ; 
Mine, wasted below, put the proof in clear light, 
For when upward I turn them they're ever more bright. 

Thus Life's fading views I in patience resign, 

Thus the spirits lift up that on earth still decline ; 

And at length I've resolved, while my days shall 
extend, 

In a pure mild devotion to glide to my end. 

In youth on my heart a fond parent imprest 
That Virtue alone could bring peace to the breast ; 
And a slight moral impulse, by duty began, 
Still shamed my young thoughts when in Folly they ran ; 
But when Age the blest force of that duty display'd, 
I haiTd its full power and flew to the shade. 
'T is Error* s back step, and I freely tell you 
I had but one hope and one aim in my view : 
I wish'd, as I *d lived all my days with the great, 
With the little and lowly to creep to my fate ; 

m2 
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From Vanity Life's closing moments to save. 
And in meekest humility slip to the grave; 
Perhaps you '11 forgive homely words when I say, 
'T was to wind up my bottom I thus stole away. 

Now, my friend, lay my kindest respects at the feet 
Of the sweetest of helpmates that mortal could meet ; 
Tell her, warm from my heart, that I wish her through 

• life, 

Long health as a woman, long bliss as a wife ; 
And for all the young angels that flock round her knee 
Bid her mix with her kisses one blessing from me : 
I 'ye not a word further to add, my dear man ; 
So God bless you, and come here as quick as you can. 
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A PEEP INWARDS ; 



OR, SELF-EXAMINATION. 



Written on Flamborough Head, August 3, 1776. JEtat 36. 



TO MEMORY. 

Blest Power, without whose favouring aid 
Were useless all that 's sung or said ; 
Whose hand alike must guide the quill 
On Flamborough Head or Pindus' Hill : 
Oh I come, where chilling terrors spread 
A dreary chaos round my head ! 
The dreams of past delight restore, 
And cheer me on this dismal shore ! — 
Perhaps my hand the first essays 
To grace these rocks with measured lays, 
Unless some ruin'd smuggler's throat 
Bewail in verse his forfeit boat ; 
Or luckless fisher, starved and wet, 
Howl murmurs to his empty net. 
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But come, sweet goddess ! though the spot 
Be to the Muse unknown or not : 
Fly the vice-teeming city's air, 
Whose children curse thee for thy care. 
There, drown d in wine or lost in show, 
The outcast of the sot and beau, 
Thou lurk'st in scorn — the hated bane 
And bugbear of the wild and vain. 
But here, blest Memory ! wilt thou find 
A contrite heart and thoughtful mind, 
A waking breast and searching eye, 
That would not pass thy councils by. 
Cease then to goad the heedless throng, 
And haste to guide a wanderer's song. 
Whose mind would in thy mirror view 
Life's treacherous lustre from the true. 
Oh, come ! my heart and hand befriend, 
And teach at once to muse and mend. 

Ask'st thou why, goddess, at this hour 
I thus so warmly court thy power ? 
'T is that the gloom here Nature wears 
More stirs my shame and wakes my fears, 
While raging waves beneath me move, 
And desert wildness reigns above : 
Sadly I sit, and, shuddering, throw 
My aching fear-struck eye below ; 
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And, awed by storm and outward din, 
Would turn the searching eye within 
To ask, while terrors round me roll, 
How Peace may live within my soul ? 

Now thirty summers, left behind, 
Have roll'd, to ripen* d strength, my mind ; 
And ne'er, perhaps, through all my day. 
Will Thought have firmer power to play. 
Then come, and on this sterile height 
Lay my Life's picture to my sight. 
Here, as a web, for Sorrow's gaze, 
Spread the patch'd transcript of my days ! 
Bid Truth o'er flattering Folly rise, 
And show what worth my life supplies. 
'T is Wisdom's hour — in colours true, 
Then, goddess, spread this web to view ; 
And, while my shame-struck eyes deplore 
The weed-choked flowers through life it bore, 
Attend, — and, 'midst this awful scene, 
Where Terror wakes remorseful Spleen, 
Point thy consoling hand, and show 
One virtue, if midst weeds it grow ; 
Seek if there bloom, 'midst Passion's strife, 
One rose to grace this web of Life. 
Or if no rose, my purer hours, 
Perhaps, have raised some humbler flowers; 
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For sure on Life's sad track there fell 
Some seed of Worth, that promised well. 

Oh ! if a sprig from Friendship's roots 
Hath graced my web, mark where it shoots; 
Or show me, kind indulgent Power ! 
The blossoms of the filial hour ; 
For few like me had cause, I grant, 
To cultivate that grateful plant. 

Next on the web, if any grow, 
The buds of kind forgiveness show ; 
For fain I 'd see those beauties here, 
Still sweet to view, but hard to rear. 
And say, blest goddess, does there lurk 
The leaf of Honour in the work ? 
That plant of Worth's high-cultured toil, 
That springs not in the vulgar soil. 
Fain would I see it proudly rear 
Its soul-exalting blossom here ; 
High raise its head, and see it shoot, 
Well mix'd with every flower and root ; 
Till, spreading with a wide increase, 
It glow — the groundwork of the piece. 

Now look, blest Spirit, if around, 
Compassion's yielding bud be found ; 
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For sure I am the seed was shed 

By Nature's hand, and is not dead. 

Yes I there the tender plant I see, 

With her sweet scion, Charity; — 

But yet, methinks, her blossoms bear 

A churlish blight and sickly air/ 

As if Neglect had grudged her toil, 

Or Folly's roots had choked her soil. 

Alas I too careless Youth, I grant, 

Has marr'd her growth, and maim'd the plant ; 

And in this faithful web my eyes 

Too plainly sees how shrunk it lies. 

But, goddess, does this web present 
One active trace of Virtue's bent ? 
Have I one seed of grace, let grow 
Td work the will of Heaven below ? 
By one check'd folly own'd its laws ? 
Or urged one plea in Reason's cause ? 
Faint is the trace, where'er it lie, 
Too faint to bless my conscious eye ; 
And thine, inverted, tells my mind 
Thou couldst not search with hope to find. 
Then, goddess, though thou canst not cast 
One cheering ray to tint the past, 
Yet much for future life it boots 
The web should mark its poison'd fruits ; 
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And show, to Sin and Sorrow's course, 

« 

The path that 'scapes the fiend Remorse. 

Then, nymph, before thy footstep strays, 
Take one more, last, important gaze. 
Search, goddess, search with eye severe, 
If 'midst this motley web appear, 
Through all the weed-clogg'd waste I see, 
One shoot of sage Minerva's tree. 
Ah, me ! I mark thy downcast eye, 
And hear thy timorous tongue reply. 
Enough ! now let the vision clear ; 
And haste thee, goddess, to thy sphere ; 
Some seasons hence, shall meet thine eye 
A web of better work and dye. 

The goddess gone, I '11 now discuss 
The ground I have to promise thus ; 
And peep into my breast, to find 
If Hope may rest on such a mind. 
What is there in my structure laid, 
That sinks me still in pensive shade ? 
What is there in my lot or doom, 
That brings this solemn serious gloom ? 
Whence come these languid hours of hip, 
When Lethe's cup would tempt my lip ? 
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Why hangs on Life a sickly hate ? 
Why turns my mind from mortal fate ? 
Why are the dreams which mock my head 
Still-born in care, and nursed in dread ? 
Why do my ever-boding eyes 
Still see in Pleasure — Pain's disguise? 
Why, in sad foretaste, do I view 
Time's unborn fruits, with blighted hue ? 
Alas ! what is it round me throws 
This semblance of a weight of woes? 
No sickly vapour taints my health, 
I feel no want, I wish no wealth: — 
Is it Anticipation's dread, 
That shades all prospects round my head ? 
And tells me Death must one day tear 
All links of love that bind us here ? 
Or is it sense of crime, or Shame, 
That dims with gloom my vital flame ? 
Is it Despair's reflective cast, 
That rates the future by the past ? 
Or is my soul's sad texture wove 
In sable by the hand of Jove ? 
I know not — but, alas I it 's clear 
Here's much to mend, and much to fear. 

How does that man my envy share 
Whose easy heart plays off his care ; 
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Whose soul and senses never ding, 
With rooted pain, to mortal thing ; 
Who still, when racking thoughts annoy, 
Can turn aside, and welcome joy ; 
To every pastime fit his breast, 
And smile all waking woes to rest 1 
These Wisdom calls the greatly wise, 
Whom still I praise, and still despise. 
Not thus am I — and be what may 
These lickly mists that damp my day, 
Here 1 11 review my breast, and ask 
If there be stuff for Virtue's task ; 
Call forth my nature's frame and lot ; 
See where I Ve hope, and where I Ve not ; 
And, in this self-surveying hour, 
Fix a firm ground to try my power. 

First, 'midst a world of grief and cross, 
I yet have known no serious loss ; 
My lot, though spare, chance loved to bless, 
For, if my little ebb'd to less, 
Relief still wavering Fortune sent, 
And help'd me with some kind event : 
While scores, who stand in merit fair, 
With spotless hearts and godlike air, 
In whom all human virtues claim 
A blessing from this fickle dame, 
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With fruitless prayers, incessant kneel, 
Unpity'd, at her senseless wheel. 

I Ve pride ; but of that sort it 's not 
That struts to hide a low-bred lot — 
That struggle of the mushroom race 
To hide their dunghill from your face. 
The medium rank which gave me life 
Has saved me from that vulgar strife ; 
That strut, the conscious upstart wears 
To mask his nothingness in airs : 
That strife to blind, that guides your eye 
To mark how low on earth they lie ; 
That silly garb, which tempts each tongue 
To ask from whence the wearer sprung. 

Vain I am not ; nor do I know 
What mortal bribe could make me so : 
Not Fortune, with a wild increase, 
For she gives neither health nor peace ; 
Nor worth or wisdom has she got 
To shower upon her favourite's lot. 
I ask no means for tinsel show, 
To cheat the world with glittering woe, 
In triumph toss a sinful head, 
And plate with gold a heart of lead. 
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Let those who can, this varnish wear. 
To gild their mask of smother d Care ; 
But he my joys, if joys he mine, 
Pure blessings from a source Divine ! 

I strove not in Ambition's school, 
Or ever felt a wish to rule : 
A ground unsuited to the tread 
Of one with pensive visions fed ; 
Who turns, devoutly, from a life 
Of greedy toil or grasping strife. 
A spark from Phoebus bade me see 
The world was not a path for me ; 
Which asks, e'en for its least design, 
A hand of craftier art than mine. 

Fell Cruelty, for Interest's aim, 
Ne'er urged my soul to deeds of shame ; 
Nor Cunning, with o'erreaching wile, 
(That coward engine of the vile,) 
E'er moved my hand or stirr'd my thought 
For aught I wish'd or aught I sought. 
But chasten'd, in my early hour, 
By Love's pure humanising power, 
I moved through life, in heart sincere, 
With gentle tongue and ready tear ; 
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And many a worthier Muse can prove 
That Pity takes its tone from Love. 

Cursed Avarice, with her care-worn mien, 
Was never at my threshold seen ; 
The sage, contriving, cautious dame, 
Prudence herself, hut rarely came : 
Though frugal Pride* that would he free, 
And easy-pleased Economy, 
Saw Comfort bless my humble state — 
And Health blew zephyrs round my gate. 

Oh I could my heart with truth declare 
That jealous Envy ne'er was there I 
But there, with sorrow I repeat, 
The churlish wretch once held her seat ; 
Though many a year has now gone by 
Since Delia blush'd at Damon's sigh. 
But Malice, that infernal sprite, 
With peevish Hate, and waspish Spite, 
(Foul canker of the vulgar heart !) 
Ne'er waked in mine her hellish art. 
For had e'en Damon, worn with woe, 
Pour'd forth his tears — a fruitless flow, 
Myself had urged in Delia's ear 
His hopeless wish and vow sincere. 
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Red Anger, with convulsive storm, 
Alas ! I 've seen my mind deform ; 
And oft, what I with shame repeat, 
My puny reason lose its seat. 
Sad humbling theme ! for here I find 
The master blemish of my mind,; 
Which, spite of shame and sure remorse, 
Unman'd my breast with brutal force. 
Oh, may my Reason's waxing strength 
Expel this impious heat at length ! 
For what does Rage — but point a lance 
'Gainst Him who guides all mortal chance ? 

For Love, alas I what shall I say ? 
It ruled me from my earliest day : 
With softest influence, sweetly stole, 
Through Life's whole progress, o'er my soul. 
My infant eyes were pleased to rove 
Through pictured leaves of baby love ; 
My youth it led, with boundless scope, 
Through regions of romantic Hope ; 
In riper years, while Joy was young, 
It charm'd my sense and tuned my tongue. 
E'en now its lures so lead my will, 
The welcome witchery rules me still ; 
And much I fear, to shame the sage, 
'T will fool the doting heart of Age. 
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Thus ends the search ; and now let 's see 
What judgment Truth's stern lips decree. 
Though in my mind I find no trace 
Of Vice that moves the grasping race, 
Still much as man in need I stand 
Of strong Correction's chastening hand. 
My heart, though now by Shame reproved, 
Is yet by Love's sweet bias moved ; 
And all my path is open still 
To wild Occasion's wavering will. 
Within my breast there lurks, in truth, 
Full many a stain of blemish'd Youth ; 
And in my temper many a shade 
Of Shame, by misspent Folly made. 
Can I, while Memory goads my rest, 
Then, hope for sunshine in my breast ? 
Work out the tinge by Error spread, 
And clear the gloom that clouds my head? 
Fain would I try; — but, doubtful still, 
Distrust the power of human will ; 
Tremble, the heart's soft tide to stem ; 
And dread the frailty I condemn. 

Then hear me, Heaven ! and turn the course 
Of all that tries my Nature's force. 
My erring eye from views release 
That stain the gentle stream of Peace ; 
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With better hopes my bosom warm, 
And chill my heart to Folly's charm.. 
For, by this search, I 'm forced to own, 
If left to mortal aid alone, 
Though much I strive and much intend, 
My heart may want the strength to mend. 
Then, God of Mercy, ever blest, 
Guard with thy shield of grace my breast -1 
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A PARTING WORD, 

TO MY BELOVED BRETHREN OF THE OLD BEEF- 
STEAK SOCIETY, 

IN MY EIGHTY-SIXTH YEAR. 

Adieu to the world ! where I gratefully own 
Few men more delight or more comfort have known : 
To an age far beyond mortal lot have I trod 
The path of pure health, that best blessing of God ; 
And so mildly devout Nature tempered my frame, 
Holy Patience still soothed when Adversity came. 
Thus, with mind ever cheerful, and tongue never tired, 
I sung the gay strains these sweet blessings inspired j 
And, by blending light mirth with a moral-mix'd stave, 
Won the smile of the gay and the nod of the grave. 
But, at length, the dull languor of mortal decay 
Throws a weight on a spirit too light for its clay ; 
And the Fancy, subdued as the body 's opprest, 
Resigns the faint flights that scarce wake in the breast. 
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A painful memento that man 's not to play 
A game of light Folly through Life's sober day : 
A just admonition, though view'd with regret, 
Still blessedly offer' d though thanklessly met. 
Too long I, perhaps, like the many who stray* 
Have upheld the gay themes of the Bacchanals' day ; 
But at length Time has brought, what it ever will bring, 
A shade that excites more to sigh than to sing. 

In this close of Life's chapter, ye high-favour'd few, 
Take my Muse's last tribute — this painful adieu ! 
Take my wish that your bright social circle on earth 
For ever may flourish in concord and mirth ; 
For the long years of joy I have shared at your board, 
Take the thanks of my heart — where they long have 

been stored ; 
And remember, when Time tolls my last passing-knell, 
The "old bard" dropp'd a tear, and then bade ye — 
« Farewell ! " 
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WHAT IS BLISS? 

Oft it is ask'd, " What views of life bestow 
The happiest share of worldly bliss below ? " 
Mankind all doubt ; yet still we hear the voice 
Of some rash prejudice for every choice. u 
In every fancy, whim, or mode of life, 
The heart's pure bias ne'er decides the strife : 
Cxample, Habit, Ridicule, or Pride 
Fix Folly's course, and Nature turn aside. 
This she resents, — and to the slaves of Art 
Leaves to the head what ne'er repays the heart ; 
Allows the dupe his false misguided course, 
Till vex'd Repentance brings his sad remorse. 

To me it seems the best, through all Life's scenes, 
To choose, if Fate allow, as Nature leans ; 
Weigh well our_taste, our talent, and our powers : 
Fix them where fit, and make that station ours ; 
To weigh each varied form of life, and still 
To rest our hopes where Nature prompts the will. 
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Oft I run o'er Life's joys this choice to find, 

And balance rest and racket in my mind ; 

Oft weigh the glare of Art with Nature's charms, 

And ask, oft ask, which most my bosom warms. 

The Town has charms I own —mirth, noise, and show, 

A round of racket for the belle and beau ; 

Me, too, its vortex whirls, content, about: 

I 'm pleased when t«, but still more pleased when out. 

The gayest scenes, 'midst Glare and Folly bred, 

But teaze my patience and upbraid my head ; 

But 'midst these placid scenes and beauteous bowers 

Sweet flow my thoughts, and smoothly glide my hours. 

E'en in the midst of Fashion's gayest scenes, 

My mind, abstracted from the tumult, leans 

Still to the pure delights of rural shade, 

My fancy rambles, and my heart 's convey'd ; 

And still I cry, " Let Glitter charm the great: 

Peace and a Cot is all I ask of Fate." 
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LADY G. AND LADY H. P. 

« 
Chloe would let no lover die : 

Yet, such her Passion's blindness, 

She cloys with sweets the captive fly, 

And kills with anxious kindness. 

Phillis, in cold indifference froze, 
Would let their passions perish ; 

But still her scorns, like winter snows, 
The seeds preserve and cherish. 

Now tell me, sages, if you can, 
The happiest fortune whose is, 

The nymph who fasts, yet keeps her man ; 
Or she who tastes and loses ? 



On a Request to write in Miss I.'s Album. 

To write in an album 's a delicate matter : . 
If the book be a lady's, of course we must flatter ; 
But if great mental powers the lady inherit, 
Such frivolous folly 's the mockery of merit. 
Then here, wlfere kind Nature her favours has granted, 
Take a truth, where no flourish of Fiction is wanted : 
That this album, in all its choice charms and selections, 
Is a very true type of its owner's perfections. 
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EPITAPH ON EDWARD HEARDSON, 

Thirty yean Cook to the Old Beef-Steak Society. 

His last steak done, his fire raked out and dead, 
Dish'd for the worms himself, lies honest Ned. 
We, then, whose breasts bore all his fleshly toils, 
Took all his bastings, and shared all his broils, 
Now, in our turn, a mouthful carve and trim, 
And dress, at Phoebus' fire, one scrap for him. 

His heart, which well might grace the noblest grave, 
Was grateful, patient, modest, just, and brave ; 
And ne'er did Earth's wide maw a morsel gain 
Of kindlier juices or more tender grain. 
His tongue, where duteous Friendship humbly dwelt, 
Charm'd all who heard the faithful zeal he felt ; 
Still to whatever end his chops were moved, 
'T was all well-season'd, relish'd, and approved. 
This room, his earthly heaven, when Fate drew nigh 
The closing shade that dimm'd his lingering eye, 
His last fond hopes, reveal'dby many a-tear, 
Were that his life's last spark might glimmer here ; 
And the last words that choked his parting sigh, 
" Oh ! at your feet, dear masters, let me die ! " 
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URBS IN RURE; 

OR, A SINGING BIRD IN A WRONG CAGE. 

Stop, traveller, view this cot, which ne'er before, 
From pen or tongue, a claim to notice bore. 
Look on this turf, where never thought was bred 
Beyond the profit from the beasts it fed. 
What is it now ? — A gay poetic nest 
Of airy visions nursed in Fancy's breast ; 
A field, that 'stead of shepherds and their ewes, 
Breeds flocks of phantoms, tended by a Muse : 
A Muse that quits the Town's vice-varnish'd race, 
And turns for Nature's smiles to Nature's face. 
Here would she- dream, in philsophic ease, 
No cares to cross her, and no toils to teaze. 
Here, humbly seated, slipp'd from worldly strife, 
Would view, secure, the troubled range of Life; 
Or, warm'd with Meditation's wider scope, 
Soar to the regions of a purer hope. 
Sweet would the fruit be of her tranquil lot, 
Had Fate not marr'd this once delightful spot, 

VOL. II. N 



266 URBS IN RURE. 

And spoiled, by barbarous taste and thrifty schemes, 

A rural nursery for the Fancy's dreams. 

Here should the calm that from Seclusion flows 

Still lull the wandering spirit to repose ; 

Still check the airy ramblings of the brain, 

And turn to self-review Reflection's train. 

It should — but, ah! in pensive search reclined, 

While retrospections moralize the mind ; 

While Memory ranges through her erring day, 

And marks the trippings of her hasty way, — 

Fain would the eye a pleased relief obtain, 

And soothe with outward charms her inward pain. 

But here, alas ! all Nature seems defaced, 

All squared, and trimm'd, and drest by civic taste ; 

Each post and pillar, whether low or high, 

Gilt and bedaub'd to catch the cockney's eye. 

Oh ! dwelt there here one soul to feel and prize 

The glowing light that plays in Fancy's eyes ; 

Here would the Muse, with all her stretch of wing, 

E'en 'midst these mangled groves delight to sing. 

But when she sees the scenes that round her rise 

Lopp'd of their charms, and marr'd by trade-bred eyes ; 

The scenes Fate form'd so sweet, so picturesque, 

Trimm'd by the sons of traffic and the desk, 

She cries, " Alas ! the Muse's leaf, I fear, 

However fill'd, is but waste paper here." 
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For, ah I too well she knows, whate'er her dues, 
The Counter books no credit to the Muse. 
Ah, no ! for her (though 'midst plumholders placed,) 
The wealthy region 's but a barren waste. 

For these alone does Nature's beauteous frame 
Here spread her charms, for plodding Wealth to maim ; 
Here Fancy wastes her sweets on vale and hill, 
For those whose fancy lives but in the till; 
Here the poor dryads see their groves arise 
For those who view them still with jobbers' eyes. 
Oh ! rose these groves for swains of gentler kind, 
Of minds illumined, and of tastes refined, 
Here would the Muse, in sweet communion blest, 
Try every string to touch the fellow-breast. 
But when she sees these mutilated shades 
The lot of thriving shops and prosperous trades ; 
Sees Fortune, blindly, for the gross and mean, 
Waste them on minds ill suited to the scene, 
Sorrowing, she wanders through these trim retreats, 
Where Nature's injured hand thus wastes her sweets, 
And, sighing, wishes for the sons of Gain 
A ruder station and a meaner plain. 

But while fond filial Pity binds my feet 

To this clipp'd Paradise of Trade's retreat, 

n2 
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Oft for some sweet relief would Fancy stray ; 

But, ah ! where spread her wing, or frame her lay ? 

From what seek aid, to what relief appeal, 

Without one genial soul her plaints to feel ? 

Prudence, alone, here tells her 'twould he best 

To quench her useless flame, and sink to rest ; 

Bid all bright visions from her eye retire, 

And wrap in earthly vapour all her fire : 

So be it I — while I marvel at the thing, 

That Fortune's round to me such fate should bring- ; 

That Duty's holy claim my lot should place 

'Midst civic wealth and Trade's substantial race ; 

Lead me to join the worldly-wise at last, 

And meet the creed of so unmatch'd a caste I — 

Unmatch'd indeed ; for, 'midst per eentage views, 

Scorn'd as a pauper, stands the penceless Muse. 

Since, then, these sprace-trimm'd scenes no charms 
impart, 
Save the gilt glare and vulgar tricks of Art ; 
Since here Creation's deem'd a bartering thing, 
And Nature valued but for what she '11 bring ; 
Since here the Muse's eye still cheerless roves, 
And Fancy 's bury'd 'midst these square-cut groves : 
In short, as here all view is sterling price, 
And market maxims rule this Paradise-— 
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Sway'd by that precept, ne'er to be forgot, 
That " Man should shape his habits to his lot," 
As neighbours' fare, with neighbours' eyes I '11 see, 
Allot each clod, and value every tree ; 
Still, measuring gain, in plodding prose 1 '11 stray, 
And work the Rule of Three from day to day. 
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THE VETERAN'S CONSOLATION. 

At length Age o'ertakes me : the period is pome 
When the Fancy must dose, and the Muse must he 

dumb; 
When the Will and the Spirit to Languor must yield, 
And my gay little Pegasus creep from the field. 
I mourn my poor hobby, thus tether'd at last, 
That started so freely till vigour was past ; 
But a race, a long race, he has gallantly run, 
And the steaks* can bear witness how much he has won. 

'T is hard, with a Muse light and airy as mine, 
To turn to grave truth, and gay visions resign ; 
To glide in the sweet stream of Fancy no more, 
But lie, by Time crush' d, a cast wreck on the shore. 
Perhaps, there, a moment, kind Memory may stray, 
And cry, " This old hulk was of use in its day ; 
Near an age did he bring a glad freight where he came, 
And the mirth of the world owes a debt to his name.*' 

* Beef-steak Club. 
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*T will console, while my tuneless hoarse croaking 

grows worse, 
That a mirth-moving spirit is waked by my verse ; 
That a gleam of past joys, present ardours excite ; 
And my day's fading spark wakes in others a light. 
That moment I snatch from old Time as my due, 
When the mirth raised by others recalls me to view ; 
When, in Joy's gay excitement, all voices shall cry, 
" This puts us in mind of the bard that 's gone by." 

An age, in sweet toil, have I strove to extend 

The joy of the board, and the warmth of the friend ; 

To spread the clear stream of Good Humour around, 

And lighten the pressure where Sorrow was found. 

To these all the aims of my Muse ever rose, 

And the garb of gay Mirth was the habit she chose : 

How fitly she dress'd may Posterity tell 

If a figure so mean on that tablet may dwell. 

To all ranks, all conditions, all ages, all views, 
I measured my verse, and still fashion'd my Muse ; 
Through the whole vary'd circle of life 't was my aim 
To kindle kind warmth and wide scatter the flame. 
Success (though it is not for me to declare,) 
Well followed my views, and rewarded my care ; 
And, wherever I led the gay stores of my breast, 
My step was still welcomed, my hopes ever blest. 
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Still jovial in spirit, though silenced in song, 
I seek the loved spot where I revell'd so long ; 
While Time drags my Muse to his cold silent shade, 
She flies still to reach the light path where she play'd. 
In the bosom of Mirth, Fancy furnish'd her head, 
And her heart only lives where her Fancy was bred ; 
There she plays, though her voice fails to second her 

aim, 
And won't quit the spot, though she 's lurch'd in the 

game^ 

Then cheer, kindly cheer, if there's worth in his rhyme, 
A votary, worn down, that long battled with Time. 
To comfort the chill of cold Age, here below, 
Oh ! still let him dwell in the rays where ye glow : 
There he feels, though enfeebled, to life he belongs ; 
For there spreads the roof that still echoes his songs ; 
And, as Vanity dies not till life is no more, 
Let his Pegasus creep where it gallop'd before. 
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ON THE DESTRUCTION OF THE 
STAR-AND-GARTER TAVERN IN PALL-MALL, 

AND THE 

DEMOLITION OF CARLTON PALACE. 

4 

Farewell for ever! — Thus, then, falls, at last, 
The roof where all my proudest joys have passed ; 
Where Mirth, enthroned in splendour, held her reign, 
And Royal voices echo'd still her strain : 
That roof, where minds with Life's high polish stored 
Still graced the banquets of her glowing board ; 
Where Wit and Wisdom mingled grave and gay, 
And Reason revell'd with the Fancy's play. 
Farewell, farewell ! a sad memento lie 
How Fame's lost lustre dims the sorrowing eye, 
And bids the heart, long cheer'd by Fancy's beam, 
Sink in sad languor o'er the fleeting dream. 

Again farewell ! for ill my sight can bear 
Thy crumbling ruins, once so famed and fair. 

N& 
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What art thou now ? a heap of rubbish'd stone ; 
" Pride, pomp, and circumstance" for ever gone! 
A prostrate lesson to the passing eye, 
To teach the high how low they soon may lie. 
Dust are those walls, where long, in pictured pride, 
The far-famed Dilettanti* graced their side ; 
And where so long my gay and frolic heart 
Roused living spirits round these shades of art, 
Sunk are they all, in heedless silence lost, 
Or 'midst the flames, as useless refuse, cast; 
All hid, all hush*d, — no vestige left to tell 
Where Mirth thus honour'd rose, or where it fell : 
Bare to the desert air now stands the space 
Long fill'd with classic taste and fashion'd grace. 

Down falls the Palace too ! — and now I see 
The street, a path of deadly gloom to me : 
And, as I range the town, I, sighing, say, 
" Turn from Pall Mall : that's now no more thy way ; 
Thy once-loved * shady side/ oft praised before. 
Shorn from earth's face, now hears thy strains no more ; 
And where thy Muse long ply'd her welcome toil, 
Cold Speculation barters out the soil." 

* A club, composed of most of the travelled noblemen and gen- 
tlemen of the kingdom, and called the Dilettanti, was held in the 
great room of this tavern. 
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Thus sinks the scene — thus proud emotions rest, 
That fondly warm'd so long my flatter'd breast ; 
And now, to ease the sad regrets that rise, 
All-soothing Hope in cold oblivion lies ; 
Let me forget, then, till that fatal day 
That sweeps my time-worn frame, like thine, away ; 
For soon, alas t my aged fabric must, 
Struck by Fate's hammer, drop, like thine, to dust. 



*l 



276 



IN AN ALARMING ILLNESS. 

Soon will come an hour of rest, 
When Peace will lie within my breast ; 
When all the fears and frets of Life 
Will end their pain and cease their strife. 
Blest will be the hour, I own, 
If Nature calmly lay me down ; 
If, free from pangs and anguish deep, 
She lure my willing heart to sleep ; 
And draw me gently from a stage 
Where all that 's left 's the wreck of Age. 
No worldly murmur I '11 express 
If pain be spared, and Mercy bless. 
To this my prayers incessant tend, 
That life in mild decay may end, 
That Fate, with calm subduing power, 
May lead me to my closing hour ; 
May keep me, when its mandate 's sent, 
Unanguish'd by its last intent ; 
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In ease make life and death the same, 
And drop me out as in I came. 
The charms and hopes of worldly cast, 
Long darkening into shade, have past ; 
Of scenes that long my senses drew, 
My mind now shuns the pain'd review ; 
Though joys were mine nor few nor small, 
I 'm pleased the curtain drops on all : 
That Memory, waning, casts away 
All traces of my thoughtless day ; 
And, oh ! may (as the vision dies,) 
The form of radiant Truth arise I 
And raise the mind's enraptured gaze, 
In tears of penitence and praise. 
If to this goal my course be run, 
Amen, and Heaven's high will be done. 
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ENVY DEFIED. 

While Excess I abjure, I oft sip, it is true, 

My spirits to cheer, and my fancy to brighten ; 
To raise the sweet tints in Life's picture to view, 

To waken fair Hope, and dull Sorrow to lighten. 
My heart thus, in cheerful excitement I raise ; 

See Nature in gayness and mercy united ; 
Still feel sweet emotions of gladness and praise, 

And, in blissful content, am devout and delighted. 

Sure reasons like these may atone for my glass, 

While Malice to Vice still attributes the measure ; 
But they who thus censure are wanting, alas ! 

In all the pure motives that wake me to Pleasure. 
Few are there I own (for in life it *s too true,) 

In whom Nature sweetly refines as it quickens ; 
Who, cherish'd by wine, see a light in Life's view, 

That guides them to joy when in Sorrow it sickens. 
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I heed not such censures, I laugh at such blame ; 

For every vain blockhead delights in degrading, 
Has a foul earthly acid still mix'd in his frame, 

That, alas ! ever feeds on objecting and shading. 
'T is the means Envy tries to console weaker powers; 

Poor effort to rob brighter minds of all favour ; 
A harpy-like vengeance that foully devours, 

And mangles all merit, to poison its flavour. 

But, indeed, where true merit and motive unite, 

These dastard endeavours recoil on their owners ; 
When Time's firm approval makes useless their spite, 

The Muse sits in smiles 'midst this legion of 
frowners. 
But were it not better for man to repress 

This eager endeavour to lessen all merit ? 
And, as Wisdom apportions the more and the less, 

Be content with his share both of body and spirit ? 

Would it not be more wise and more holy to say, 
"I'm pleased with the blessed allotment that's 
given ;" 
And pass thus, in grateful contentment, the day, 

Though others possess brighter powers from Heaven ? 
But, alas I a mean splenetic jealousy frets 
The heart that Fate's portion more sparingly mea- 

« 

sures ; 
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An envy corrosive still prompts its regrets, 

And to vex and debase are its bitter-bred pleasures. 

All this I well know : and, without fear or hope, 

I throw forth my scraps to the havoc that waits 'em ; 
Too read in Life's book to give Vanity scope, 

I cast them alike to who likes 'em or hates 'em. I 

They have served to make merry myself and my friends ; I 

And, if they cheer others in trouble or sorrow, j 

For all the base wretches averse to these ends, 

They may d — n 'em to day, and may burn 'em to- I 

morrow. ! 
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FAMILY JARS. 

Great Jove and his Juno for ever were fighting : 

A wretched example for mortals below, 
Where love, tender love, though at first so inviting, 

Too frequently ends in a kiss and a blow* 
So lofty and grave is man's lordly pretension, 

So fickle and light female spirit and whim, 
Their wills ever clash in a jarring dissension, 

Still vexing to her and still fretful to him. 

Sound Reason, that grants ample means to content 'em, 

Still frets in the heart, teazed by Taste and Caprice, 
The lady's gay rage for new fashions torment 'em, 

And Madam's sad waste makes a waste of their peace. 
Their lifejs a sharp contest of Folly and Nature, 

To Concord a wreck, and to Reason a shame ; 
On Temper a blight, on the Judgment a satire, 

And in Pleasure and Comfort an ever lost game. 
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Oh ! happy the husband whose lot and condition 

Exempts him in life from a mode-ridden dame ; 
He mourns not for ever, in fretful contrition, 

The strife-waking folly that laughs at all blame. 
If a fate be on earth more than others tormenting, 

'T is sure, for plain mortals, a fow-bewitch'd wife, 
Who hunts all caprices of Fashion's inventing, 

And doats upon every new bauble in life. 

'T is better for man, howe'er placed or descended, 

To clasp a pure bosom where reason is bred, 
Than wed a life-feud, that can never be ended 

While Novelty caters for Vanity's head. 
But, alas I this just precept I fear 's unavailing ; 

For when a fond heart tries this curse to remove, 
More teazing is ever the damsel's weak failing, 

And man stamps th' incurable mischief by Love. 
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THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. 

Come hither, ye victims of Care, 
Come hither, and shake off your sorrow ; 

Whatever on earth be your share, 
You 11 drop it, at least till to-morrow. 

Relief to all cases of woe 
Is seldom a permanent favour ; 

Then gaily take things as they go, 
And mind not how fortune may waver. 

All life is so chequer' d a span, 
To catch at the moment 's our duty, 

To wake the best virtues of man, 
And do justice to Friendship and Beauty. 

In life, from the clouds that surround, 
Bright sparks are incessantly playing ; 

Then catch them, wherever they Ye found, 
And lose not the charm by delaying. 
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So rare is that highly wrought bliss 
Fate holds from man's daring petition, 

We ne'er should that portion dismiss 
Which is granted to mortal condition. 

To turn from the Favours of Fate, 
For the claims of vain Folly's invention, 

Is to scorn the fit lot of man's state, 
And sink joy in unholy pretension. 

Then again, my dear friends, let me raise 
The spirit of Mirth round our table ; 

Let us revel in pleasure, and praise, 
And earthly content, while we 're able : 

Let 's refresh the sweets Heaven sends down, 
Which Time's blighting hand is still rotting, 

And cheerfully taste as our own 
All that Fate to our hearts is allotting. 
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REFLECTION. 

The glitter of Life is alt over ; 

A shadow effaces the glare : 
The spirit, that spurr'd on the rover, 

Sinks, sadden'd hy Time and by Care. 
A languor, to weariness leading, 

Still lures me to lonely repose ; 
And a surfeit from Folly's past reeding 

Bids Fancy's pall'd appetite close. 

So it is, — and in grave contemplation 

The steps of gay life I survey ; 
And pick, if I can, consolation 

From any that hallow'd my day. 
But few can I find of my pleasures 

So pure that my soul can approve ; 
And, when Conscience their sanctity measures, 

I feel still a shade to remove. 
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But let 's hope, though, in man's mingled nature 

These stains in Youth's moral may spring, 
That Age, though conviction he later, 

A pity'd atonement may bring. 
Let the Cynic ne'er say, in derision, 

" 'T was Time that reclaim'd thy gay heart ;" 
While I feel it is Virtue's revision 

That bids the wild spirit depart. 

Yes ! Purity guides the conviction, 

Reflection ennobles the aim, 
Pride prompts to the manly restriction, 

And Conscience still urges the claim. 
It is time, I confess, to weigh Pleasure, 

To taste as we should what we may ; 
Not barter for Vice the soul's treasure, 

And throw Hope and Heaven away. 
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TO THE CRITICS. 

Here 's a mixture of all sorts of scrawling, 

A book, full of reason and whim, 
Stuff 'd with all the gay trash I 've been bawling, 

And fill'd, like my glass to the brim ; 
A bundle of nettles and flowers, 

In gayness and gloominess twined ; 
A see-saw of grave and gay hours, 

As Life's chequer'd aspect inclined. 

They 're cheerful, and pensive, and moral, 

Well suiting man 's changeable state ; 
Close twined are the yew and the laurel, 

As types of Humanity's fate; 
Bright leaves are here found ever shining, 

With dark ones to deaden their glow : 
As Sorrow and Joy are still twining, 

In Life's chequer'd picture below. 
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All tempers may here suit their natures, 

All fancies their follies review.; 
And all bitter cynical praters 

May find here, as devils, their due. 
Moral mirth is the theme of my leisure ; 

To bless is the aim of my Muse; 
And none who weigh Life by my measure, 

My gay little scraps will abuse. 

Then avast ! ye dread fleet of reviewers, 

Haul your wind! — let my pleasure-boat pass; 
Though with bitters you 're powerful brewers, 

Don't sour the sweets in my glass. 
Come, taste of the Nectar I 'm sipping, 

Put a drop of my. bowl in your brain : 
My Muse then, instead of smart whipping, 

A soutaoften'd smile will obtain. 

Thus I throw them, at once, as a venture ; 

Do with them as temper decides ; 
In the poor little Talent Fate lent her 

My Muse ever weakly confides. 
Mirth has brought me a life of sweet favour^ 

Much lengthen'd beyond mortal date ; 
And my wish is, that those who live graver 

May share a like blessing from Fate. 
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THE METHOD OF LIFE. 

Of the whims on man's fancy still falling, 

Of which every head has its share, 
My passion for scribbling and scrawling 

Has lured me from Folly and Care ; 
From the trammels of life, ever teasing, 

My pen in a trice set me free ; 
And Sorrow thus soothed, when unpleasing, 

Still ever brings solace to me. 

My ink is a balm, as I use it, 

For ever th' effect is benign ; 
For, to make it as kind as I 'd choose it, 

I mingle the tincture with wine. 
In the morn I waste thoughts upon paper, 

At evening imbibe from the bowl ; 
And thus, with the sun and the taper, 

I keep a light spark in my soul. 

VOL. II. o 
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Some folks may find fault with my maxim ; 

Yet, did they but know the old lad, 
They wouldn't with levity tax him, 

Or say his light system was bad. 
It has kept him through age in Health's blessing, 

Preserved both his spirit and clay ; 
Still raised him when trouble was pressing, 

And kept all blue devils away. 

It wakes the best feelings of Nature, 

With cheerfulness sweetens the soul, 
Turns the heart to its blessed Creator, 

And gilds all the days as they roll. 
It brightens all forms of Creation, 

With gentleness softens the mind ; 
Prompts to Fellowship's sweet consolation, 

And shows in fair colours mankind* 

Oh ! the charms of my ink-mingled potion 

So brighten the world to my sight, 
I mix it with faithful devotion, 

And cheer thus my morning and night ; 
And all scribblers, though cynics, arraign it, 

If sweetly through life they would stroll, 
Should do as I do to obtain it, 

And dip all their pens in the bowL 
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TAKE TIME BY THE FORELOCK. 

Ye who have felt the restless fire, 

That fills an anxious lover's veins, 
Will feel the curse that bars desire, 

When worldly hinderance Hope restrains ; 
When some vile form, or law-framed duty, 

Withholds the heart from all that 's dear ; 
When Custom fetters Youth and Beauty, 

And forced Suspense wakes racking Fear. 

Shall not this native flame of Heaven 

Man's chilling laws or usage waive ? 
Must Youth's bright morn wait Age's even ? 

And pressing Love a pausing grave ? 
These worldly checks, this cold demurring, 

To traffic'd wedlock may belong; 
But when just Heaven the heart is spurring, 

Man's barring rules seem impious wrong. 

o2 
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Then tell not me of " fitter," " greater," 

Of " high," or " rich," or words like these ; 
Time flies — a passing span 's our nature ; 

And Fate Time's forelock bids us seize. 
No doubt, delay, or check should hold us, 

Unless Vice bars a mutual flame : 
Then should we thank whate'er controls us, 

And wisely cede th' unhallow'd claim. 

But when the eye's impassion'd spirit 

To each pure heart responsive plays, 
No doubts should kindred souls inherit, 

But blend at once the mingling rays. 
Sure as the beam that lights Creation, 

Is Love that warms a fellow-breast ; 
Yes ! when it 's Heaven's pure emanation, 

The instinctive pulse well knows the guest. 

I love, and 'tis with hallow'd fire ; 

For 't is the bliss of hearts I seek, 
The spirit's union, soul's desire, 

Sweet Virtue's grace on Beauty's cheek, 
Shall such an impulse yield to Custom ? 

Shall ardours, that in Virtue glow, 
Still tremble, while to Time I trust ^em, 
And rest on Chance their fate below ? 



t 
s 



TAKE TIME BY THE FORELOCK. 293 

Then cease all worldly forms expressing, 

All earthborn etiquette and mode ; 
Shall checks like these suspend my blessing ? 

Or bar the path of Heaven's own road ? 
As just 't would be, when Phoebus rises, 

To snatch a candle from the shelf, 
And say, " The earth thy light despises, 

For see — man's made a light himself I" 
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EPISTLE FROM A LADY 

OP MIDDLE AGS, 

TO A GENTLEMAN, 

Who had expressed a wonder that he was not 
enamoured of her.* 

No wonder, friend Charles, that my impotent dart 
Can't pierce all the armour that hangs round your 

heart; 
Through genius, experience, taste, spirit, and wit, 
What art can assail it, what weapon can hit ? 
But grant that these guards should relax their control, 
And a dream of soft folly steal over your soul, 
How rare must those charms be a fancy to bound 
That has ranged the whole circle of gaiety round, 
And revell'd in change ; which, alas ! is at best, 
The surfeit of Error, and bane of the breast. 
Pray what could my age more than reason supply? 
Or what but rekindle past tumults could I ? 

* Mrs. Crewe to Mr. Fox. 
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Those warm youthful ardours of life's early stage, 
Which view with disdain faint impressions of Age, 
Now, fix'd in your memory, my power disarms ; 
And too high is the standard that measures my charms. 

But when man, as you know, our enchantment defies, 
We place in your minds the defects of our eyes : 
Thus, true to my sex, I am loth to resign 
The spark of attraction ne'er question'd in mine ; 
But here I accuse not, and readily own 
The shield of your bosom from mine comes alone. ' 

Then again seek the cause, and you '11 certainly find 
Some shade in my aspect, some foil in my mind ; 
For, trust me, while here I dissent from your rules, 
Fancy ever will warm when no antidote cools. 
As on suns, in the summer, half-blinded we gaze, 
And the sight is subdued into tears at the blaze ; 
If haply some cloud on the surface we view, 
The eye braves the ray, and recovers — like you. 
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THE TOAST. 

When Care fastens on me to chill my warm heart, 

I wait not to sink and grow colder ; 
But quick to the caldron of Bacchus I dart, 

To melt the cold weight from my shoulder. 
The fiend at the magical stream makes a stop, 

And slips me in haste from his clutches ; 
He feels a sure death in the very first drop, 

And has sense to hop off on his crutches. 

We run here and there, from this fiend to elope ! 

But, alas ! it won't do to relieve us ; 
We must raise o'er the mind the warm sunshine of 
Hope, 

Till its soothing illusions deceive us : 
Love's eye is the planet to lighten our gloom, 

The glass shows its brightest reflection ; 
Its warmth bids this plant of Felicity bloom, 

And to Life gives its fairest complexion. 
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Then pledge me, dear girl, in this heart-cheering cup, 

Tins balmy refresher of spirit ; 
'Twill wake the full glow of warm sympathy up, 

And gild all the griefs we inherit. 
No hold is there left for the gripe of old Care, 

In hearts wholly fill'd with Love's treasure ; 
But the cup of true Joy, to taste well, we must share, 

And divide still to double the measure. 

Let the envy and spite of the love-deny* d dame 

Fix Virtue in Passion's repressing ; 
'T is the spleen of neglect, a poor mortified aim 

To rob happy souls of their blessing ; 
But we who have joy with no envy are cursed, 

Well pleased that on earth there is gladness : 
As the sun to the world, we do good in our thirst, 

And drink off all vapour and sadness. 

So pure are thy virtues, so perfect thy charms, 

To my reason they rise still in beauty ; 
But so heavenly bright, in my wine, as it warms, 

That the glass to Love's god seems a duty. 
Then a toast to thy sex I address here to-night, 

For Envy will carp at thy graces— 
" Ever leading of apes be the portion of Spite, 

And single be all double faces." 

o5 
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ON GOING TO JOIN IN THE GAIETIES 
OF A BIRTH-DAY, 

WHIN ON THK VERGE OF NINETY YEAR8 OP AGE. 

I 'm an old piece of lumber, come down from the shelf; 
Which I think could have happened to none but myself. 
But so long have I lived amongst rubbish and dust, 
That I take a last brush here, to rub off my rust. 

Secluded from mirth, as the lark in the shade, 
I mourn the bright days when I caroll'd and play'd ; 
And so changed to my sight is Life's aspect become, 
That I prate on past joys, and on present am dumb. 

Yet, amidst all this time-wasting ravage and change, ' 
I 've a spark left of Fancy, though narrow its range ; 
And, whenever sweet Memory recalls my past joy, 
My years all fly back, and Old Age is a boy. 

Thus the shadow is charming, as substance declines ; 
Thus Fancy is cheerful, though Sorrow repines ; 
And as to raise visions is now all my bli3s, 
With the sweet glimpse of Memory all gloom I dismiss. 
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One among ye now sits (all that 's left of my time) 
Who remembers the days of my revels and rhyme ; 
Who, with warm social spirit, still echo'd my lay, 
And graced with his friendship my long happy day. 

To him, then, by Sympathy's impulse impell'd, 
A goblet I raise, like the one he oft held ; 
And while my heart's wishes I breathe round the brim, 
May Fate's happy lot realize them for him ! 

On the gay festive tables of Egypt, it 's said, 
A death's-head, as warning to mortals, was laid ; 
So it seems, at this board, when I trace back my birth, 
That my head 's a post-mortem, to lower the mirth. 

But for much gayer end my old noddle is here, 
And a lesson more cheering shall rise to your ear ; 
Then to all the best wish on this earth I apply — 
May ye live as long, healthy and happy, as 1 1 
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TO CLOTHO. 

Dear Clotho, while spinning the thread of my day, 
I beseech you to do 't in a merciful way : 
To make as few knots as you can in the twist, 
And to splice it at once, if it snap in your fist ; 
For my race upon earth has so run in delight, 
That I wish to keep long my life's blessings in sight. 

I 've health, peace, and plenty : you '11 not then suppose 
I can see without dread a chance period for those ; 
From your spindle I 'd have the full measure to run, 
And would pass the whole length as in part I have done. 
Then, Clotho, take care, as you handle your thread, 
That Atropos come not, and snip my hope dead. 

So pleasant I 've lived, so beyond human dates, 
That I think I Ve at present no foes 'mongst the Fates; 
And I 'm sure, on this earth, if man's word be the test, 
I 've praise on each tongue, and a friend in each breast. 
Then, Clotho, so blest have my days been before, 
I entreat thee again for a length or two more. 
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Perhaps thou wilt say, "A long thread you have had;" 
I own it — and ask thee but little to add. 
That little, then, grant me ; 't is all I request : 
Then, with hope in my heart, and content in my breast, 
Ever filled, with devotion, thanksgiving, and praise, 
I '11 meet the dread scissars, and close my blest days. 
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To be merry and wise is befitting, 

Lest mirth be unguardedly gay; 
To be wary with whom we are sitting, 

And cautious what gambols we play. 

 

To frolic in whim 's ever pleasant ; 

But, alas ! it won't do for all folk : 
We should judge then, from all who are present, 

With whom and with what we may joke. 

I have ever look'd round, at the table, 
To catch a right tone for my lays ; 

And gather, as well as I 'm able, 

Joint smiles for my Muse, as she plays. 
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To bind the gay circle in pleasure 

Is ever the aim of my song ; 
And I try so to weave it, at leisure, 

That Concord may follow my tongue. 

T is a sad dismal note in a chorus, 

When cold-hearted Sulkiness frets; 
When he sits, like Spleen's image, before us, 

O'ershadow'd with frowns and regrets. 
But such beings are found, though not often ; 

And when they are met with, 't is best, 
As no sweetness the acid can soften, 

To leave it to feed on their breast. 

Indeed, in my bowers of Pleasure 

I seldom have found such a blight ; 
Of Concord I 've had a full measure, 

And. of course my full lot of delight. 
Scarce a heart of sour leaven has met me, 

To deaden the life of my lay ; 
Or one surly critic to fret me, 

And spoil my light sport, as I play. 

For the union of Mirth, Nature bred me 
To link the gay circle with song ; 

With Fancy to stray, where it led me, 
And lead tardy spirits along. 
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This duty most happily befell me, 

Which Fate has ordained me to fill ; 

And, whatever sour Cynics may tell me, 
I '11 merrily practise it still. 
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'T is a happy allotment of Fate, 

To be gifted with powers to please, 
To lighten Adversity's weight, 

And soften vexations that teaze. 
It doubles the blessing it brings, 

It soothes 'when to others apply' d : 
And still, in the heart where it springs, 

Wakes a holy approval beside* 

How sweet is this temper in man, 

'Midst a life ever teazed and perplex'd, 
To better this world all he can, 

And strengthen the hope of the next ! 
How sweet and consoling the thought 

That he 's eased a pain'd heart of its woe ; 
And, with pure human sympathy brought 

A blessing from Heaven below ! 
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In the world, where the vice of men's lives 

Such burthens of mischief create, 
How blest is the bosom that strives 

With Virtue to lessen the weight ! 
T is a boon kindly offer'd the breast, 

A sure holy pledge, where it 's given ; 
A stamp on the heart of the blest, 

That pleads for the mercy of Heaven, 

One precept, then, let me impart, 

(For I too in error have stray'd) 
In time to recall to the heart 

The light that blind Folly may' shade. 
The sorrow that springs in the breast 

From the conscious review of its shame, 
For this world, is a pillow of rest ; 

For the next, the sole hope we can claim. 

Let Wisdom then wake, as it ought, 

All virtues that dormant have laid, 
That the world has withheld from our thought, 

Or the visions of Pleasure betray'd. 
Let the current of Age clearly run ; 

And man, while his life he improve, 
Wisely scrutinize what he has done, 

And implore Pity's smile from above. 
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My theme is of soul-soothing use : 

There days of sweet quiet I find ; 
There holy reflections induce 

A calm on my world-weary'd mind. 
And, to all who are little discreet, 

Who heedlessly Pleasure pursue, 
I lay this grave scrap at their feet. 

To tempt them to think as I do. 



THE HEALTH OF THE MIND. 

I 'd fain, o'er my country's depression, 

A mirth-moving spirit diffuse;- 
But, alas ! though a painful confession, 

It baffles all art of my Muse. 
I know not what maxim to follow, 

I know not what precept to start ; 
All measures seem hopeless and hollow, 

And die in distrust on the heart. 

Then, since we all sink thus in sorrow, 
O'erwhelm'd with starvation and grief, 

From the magical glass we must borrow 
A fanciful glimpse of relief. 
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We must raise o'er the woe-shaded spirit 
The phantom of Hope, as we sip ; 

And, alas ! since the tongue can't confer it, 
E'en comfort the heart by the lip. 

If one hour, in days so distressing, 

We lighten the pressure of Fate, 
More dear, as more rare, is the blessing 

Which Fancy's illusions create. 
Never hour call'd more for that spirit ; 

Past effort is Britain's decline ; 
No scheme for relief can confer it, 

And Hope only lives in our wine. 

I advise, then, to pass round the table 

A Lethe-like glass to our woe ; 
And a second, to colour the sable, 

And give to bright Fancy her glow* 
I advise, too, to welcome with pleasure, 

The visions we wake, as a charm; 
And, to fit the chill'd breast for the treasure, 

To keep it still willing and warm. 

Though our debt-heap be swell'd to a mountain, 

And ruin no further can go, 
Bacchus yet leaves a rill from his fountain, 

To solace the spirit below. 
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Then, in grateful return for the favour, 

1 11 dip in the merciful stream ; 
And leave to good folks that are graver 

The debt-bury'd State to redeem. 

This plan I have follow'd more widely 

Since Pitt sunk the nation in woe ; 
And the fruits, some may think gathered idly, 

Is all I have got to bestow. 
I leave, then, my age as example, 

Where bodily strength we may find, 
And this passable scrawl, as a sample 

That mirth is the health of the mind. 



308 



DOTAGE. 

I'm a very old fellow, but still I am gay : 

My body 's December, my spirit is May. 

It 's true I can't gallop, but still I can creep ; 

And my Muse, though she dozes, a'n't always asleep. 

A gleam of past mirth on my memory plays, 
A glimmer of twilight recalls my bright days ; 
The flowers I gathered some scent still supply, 
And my Fancy still wanders 'midst visions gone by. 

My pen, at my elbow, lies courting my hand ; 

My spirits still tempt me, my habits command, 

And I, an old fool, to attend to their calls, 

Add this weak puny* scrap to the bulk of my scrawls. 

I 'm not the first man Folly's records supply 
Who couldn't find out when 't was time to lie by ; 
Look into life's annals, and plenty you 11 see 
Of doting old blockheads who scribble like me. 
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I must own for this fault (now too late to be cured) 
That Flattery has spoil'd me, and Friendship allured; 
Pve still the same hope younger days gave my breast, 
That my pen will be welcome, my motive be blest. 

If this luck, in my dotage should fall to my lot, 

It should stir the warm heart to give thanks where it 's 

got: 
Let me add, then, a prayer, at the end of my song, 
" May they ever bebless'dwho have bless'd me so long !" 



THE BALLAD OF BACCHUS. 

The gods lately met on Mount Ida, 

To revel in Nectar and songs ; 
The junket was fix'd for a Friday, 

A day that to Venus belongs. 
Great Jove took the chair in a minute, 

And placed Beauty's queen by his side ; 
Call'd a song, and bade Bacchus begin it — 

And here is the song he supply' d : 

" Hark ye, Fates ! while ye spin out man's measure, 
Ye take cruel whims in your head ; 
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Ye twist them about at your pleasure, 
And tangle or straiten his thread. 

I gave them the vine 'gainst these chances, 
And bid them be merry below ; 

But ye throw such a blight on its branches, 
They bear not a balm for his woe. 

" Great Jove ! I implore then thy fiat* 

To check the cross Fates in their sway ; 
To keep their spite harmless and quiet, 

And give the poor mortals fair play. 
Sweet Venus will help my petition ; 

For sure it will please her to know 
That hearts are more free in condition, 

And Love unmolested below." 

Here Clotho, enraged at old Bacchus, 

Rose up, with the other two Fates : 
" Shall," she cry'd, "this old sot thus attack us, 

And we all sit dumb while he prates ? 
I tell you. old drunkard, with pleasure, 

What Jove, and all round us, well know, 
Man's days with due justice we measure ; 

But you break their life-threads below." 

• 

Here Phoebus cry'd " Order I" and, rising, 
Said, " Speech interrupted the song ; 
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Though rage in the Fates a'n't surprising; 

For taunts on the ladies were wrong." 
Venus nodded assent, sweetly throwing 

On Phoebus a smile so divine, 
That his face, ever lovely and glowing, 

Seem'd now with all heaven to shine. 

Then Bacchus resumed his old ditty, 

While Nectar well freshen'd the mirth ; 
When Mercury cry'd, " It 's so pretty, 

I must take the song to the earth. 
Below lives a scribbling old fellow, 

To whom I send scraps now and then ; 
Whose aim is harsh tempers to mellow, 

And scratch away Care with bis pen. 

" In his Fancy he finds a corrector, 

To temper and sweeten man's blood ; 
And long, in a cup of earth's Nectar, 

Has offer d it round, where he could. 
He still gaily follows his practice : 

Then let the old bard have the song ; 
He '11 do all he can — but the fact is 

He 's aged, and can't do it long." 



Here Pan cry'd, " I second the motion. 
Earth's pleasures he long has increased ; 
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His plan is a heavenly notion, 
And sure we should back him at least. 

Then let it go down, I beseech you, 
If Jove an affirmative nods ; 

And you 11 hear from the echoes that reach you, 
You 've made men as merry as gods." 

Away flew the light-footed Hermes, 

And dropp'd the gods' ballad on earth ; 
Then wing'd back his flight (as the term is) 

To join the high junket of mirth ; 
When our table, as gods had thus crown'd it, 

Well followed the example above ; 
And the bard, in the chair, with all round it, 

Got merry and mellow as Jove ! 
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ENVY'S ANTIDOTE. 

Oft I wonder how man, still in search of life's sweets, 
Finds a moment to smile 'midst the crosses he meets ; 
How minds ever fretted can taste of delight, 
'Midst a base jealous world, fill'd with enyy and spite! 
This subject for ever here falls in my way, 
When I see and reflect on what passes ea.cb day ; 
And I say, while man's hopes ever wither in strife, 
Fate has. scatter'd a blight on the flowers of Life. 

Here the acid of Envy, malignant and mean, 
Ever sharpens man's temper, and quickens his spleen ; 
Nay more, it still prompts him, by jealous abuse, 
All merit to mar, and all worth to traduce. 
Many hearts have this poison, and well do we know 
They delight on fair breasts the black venom to throw; 
And when Virtue 's too pure for this mischief of man, 
They belie it, like demons, to blast if they can. 
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And here I must own, though my feelings it vex, 
This poison dwells most in the breast of the sex : 
Very few of the fair, though exception may rise, 
Ever view their own sex with benevolent eyes ; 
And the praise of each other for ever is made 
With some blemish'd exception or dark-colour'd shade. 
Alas ! on Love's sweets what a faintness it throws, 
When the gall of the heart smears the tint of the rose. 

Let us try, if we can then, with Mirth in our view, 
To temper the venom we cannot subdue ; 
Dispel, with gay spirits, the gloom it has made, 
And shelter the breast from Malignity's shade. 
Some hearts there are free (I can happily say) 
From the sad sour leaven that frets in man's clay : 
Let us seek then, in social delight, when we can, 
These favourites of Fate and best models of man. 

Through life have I practised this healing resource, 
And the gods have allow'd near an age for my course. 
I have run the whole length with a heart and a speed 
That many may equal, but few can exceed. 
For this, Friendship bless'd me with Love through my 

days; 
For this, Fame well paid me with pleasure and praise ; 
And Fortune, that likes the starved scribbler to teaze, 
Kindly threw on my lot, independence and ease. 
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Thus furnish'd and fenced, I threw care all away, 
And left the world's evils, with Folly to play ; 
Still gather'd from Hope a sweet medicine to use, 
And mix'd with warm spirit, to quicken the Muse. 
So well has this recipe suited the case, 
That I 've run, in high heart, a long vigorous race ; 
And here, in gay triumph, at fourscore and six, 
My thanks for God's mercies, in health, I affix. 



THE PATH OF LIFE. 

Were I ask'd, in Life's journey, what path I would 

choose, 
I would say, That I take with the light-footed Muse; 
For with her soothing smile all Life's shadows are light, 
And the fancy-waked scene ever cheerful and bright, 
But this sweet pleasing choice, where such blessings 

accrue, 
Nature bars from man's option, or limits to few ; 
And the mass of poor mortals, their blessings to raise, 
Toil in sordid delusion that ever betrays. 

But it comforts man's envy, 'midst plodding and pain, 
To hold that shy stranger, the Muse, in disdain ; 
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And to say, while his endless anxieties tease, 

" That's a choice that alone fools or babies would 

please." 
Thus Pride ever prompts the sour'd bosom to scan 
What Nature denies it, as useless to man ; 
While the thought that Wealth's heap can Felicity 

build, 
Keeps the plodder in hopes that are never fulfill' <L 

The thought often clouds the contemplative mind, 
That man's self- teasing race seems to error consign 'd; 
That no one rests easy, but toils into strife, 
And frettingly tangles and tortures his life. 
'Midst aims which with endless turmoil he pursues, 
How many are baffled and wreck'd in their views ! 
Nay, lives one to say, while his treasures increase, 
I 've obtain'd the sweet lot of Contentment and Peace? 

If the wish of the heart be, 'midst troubles and woes, 
To slip ever lightly through life as it goes, 
Sure the vain weary strife to wake crosses and cares 
Is a path strew'd with brambles, that Wisdom forswears. 
Ne'er indeed, in this cross road of Life could I see 
A face, that e'er took it, unclouded and free ; 
And this dull rueful gloom still my heart more inclines 
To leave beds of thorns, for the myrtles and vines. 
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I fain would persuade folks who Fancy deride 
To weigh well their follies, and justly decide ; 
To ask, whether Wealth, with its care-clouded strife, 
Can balance Content and gay spirit in Life ?' 
If Suspense, Doubt, and endless Anxiety's care, 
Can with Ease, Mirth, and sweet Resignation compare? 
This question, so plain, sordid hearts still elude, 
And declare the world's course must with toil be 
pursued. 

They tell me, and own, that Contentment 's their aim 
But while Craft starts a penny, they follow the game; 
Still toil for a blessing Fate bars from their way, 
And feed a base passion, still fed to betray. 
Thus heedless they go, ever gathering their bane, 
And each morn vainly hope the heart's peace to obtain ; 
But Content ever flies them, each day as the past, 
Till they Ve fretted through life, and have lost her at 
last. 
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LINES 

ON HIS LATE MAJESTY GEORGE THE FOURTH ; 

Who, at a ball, when Prince of Wales, suddenly left the beautiful 

Lady Salisbury, in the midst of a contre-dance, and 

finished it with the Duchess of Devonshire. 

Ungallant Youth ! could royal Edward see, 
While Salisbury's Garter decks thy faithless knee, 
That thou, false knight I hadst turn'd thy back, and fled 
From such a Salisbury as might wake the dead : 
Quick, from thy treacherous breast, her badge he v d 

tear, 
And strip the star that Beauty, planted there. 



ACROSTIC. 

On being urged by the beautiful Mrs. Dell, of Brampton Hall, 
to write an acrostic upon her name. 

D oubtless you know the sculptor's fate, whose art 
E mploy'd his hand to- desolate his heart ; 
L ike his, would mine, too careless of control, 
L et loose my fancy, to enslave my soul. 
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INCURABLE IMPRESSION. 

P liny with wonder saw Vesuvius fired, 
£ xplored the cause, and in the search expired. 
M oved thus, to trace a raging fire I aim ; 
6 ut fear, like him, to perish by the flame* 
R eason dissuades ; but Passion, still in sight, 
O pes o'er my raptured sense her 'luring light, 
K eeps me in endless doubt, and leaves my life 
E ternal victim of a deathless strife. 



LINES 

ON THE BEWITCHING PORTRAIT OF A LADY, 
In the Exhibition Room of the Royal Academy. 

P raise is too weak to mark thy beauty's fame, 
E 'en Adoration scarcely meets the claim ; 
E ager I gaze, but as I fix, I stray ; 
L ost in the world of sweets thy charms display. 

The sin-stain'd pilgrim, seeking hope Divine, 
Roves o'er the dreary desert, to the shrine : 
I, thus, the desert of despair run o'er, 
And, lost in hope, lament while I adore. 
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He to the image pours his plaintive tears, 

Tells all his sorrows, but no pity hears : 

So 't is with me — and all my heart's relief 

Is a mute stillness to my guilty grief. 

So still should Virtue, when it can't approve, 

Thus throw a deathlike shade on guilty love ; 

In silence bury what it can't requite, 

To damp the flame that sheds unholy light, 

And teach the self-reproaching heart to bear 

A sin-fed torment, sunk in fix'd despair. 



TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

On his Lines, entitled, " Farewell to the Muse." 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 

Why should a Muse whom all the world admires, 
Withdraw her favours, and suppress her fires ? 
Why should a world that loads thee with its praise 
Be barr'd a future tribute from thy lays ? 
Think on the dearth of pure poetic flame ; 
How few in Britain now a spark can claim I 
Look then with pity on this barren, age, 
And stamp thy genius on the vacant page. 
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Where in this land could Phoebus risk a ray, 
Or where 's the mind that could the trust repay ? 
Where is the brilliant light of Genius gone, 
That warm'd the breast, and led the Fancy on ? 
Where sunk? — for few amongst the rhyming train 
Now top the level of the bellman's strain. 
How different from that hour, is this decay, 
When Britain rivall'd Rome's Augustan day ; 
When widely glow'd the soul-exalting flame, 
And many a bard here wove the wreath of Fame ! 

Then, matchless Scott ! awhile suspend thy plan, 
Resume the poet, and forget the man ; 
Away let Languors teasing fears be hurl'd, 
And rob old Care t' enrich a grateful world. 
What though thy slackened pulse more faintly beat, 
Or Life's time-temper'd hope less fondly cheat, 
Still in the treasured stores of earlier day 
Will Fancy find the amplest range to play ; 
And Memory's vision, with reflected truth, 
Wake all the lively charms of glowing Youth ! 
Thou seest how scribbling drivellers tease and tire, 
What vapid discord mocks th' insulted lyre ; 
And, 'midst these owls, that sculk in mist around, 
Where is the bird of Wisdom to be found ? 
Alas ! this land, once famed for song divine, 
Scarce holds a bard, or hears a flowing line ; 
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Three names alone forbid the race to cease, 
And the three kingdoms own — just one apiece. 
In pity then, o'er Fancy's clouded reign 
Diffuse the brilliant beams that warm thy brain ; 
Throw o'er the drowsy gloom of days like this, 
The sweet enchantment of romantic bliss ; 
Wake the dull languor of the slumbering mind, 
And raise thy fire to warm benumb' d mankind. 
Heaven gave thee talent, not for self alone, 
And well thou 'st used the gift, for much thou 'st done ; 
But, while no doom from Heaven the gift impair, 
More thou canst give, and more we hope to share. 

You tell me, friend, and Heaven confirm the word ! 
Your health's amended, and your strength restored ; 
But yet, in modest elegance, repeat 
A doubt that mental vigour slacks its heat; 
And still, with timid pride, the risk condemn 
To wear on Fame's bright crown a faded gem. 
Fear not, unrivall'd bard I for Fate has shed 
A fadeless treasure on thy chosen head ; 
And ne'er while mortal life its term delay, 
Will Fancy leave thee, or its fires decay. 
Deep have I felt, like thee, with boding fears, 
The waning weakness of a length of years ; 
Long have I seen my heart's companions fall, 
One after one, till Death has nearly all ; 
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And many a woe-worn heart, through pain or fear, 
Steal from Mirth's circle, like the wounded deer. 
Still, though the links of Friendship thus were changed, 
I sat in patience 'midst a world estranged ; 
Look'd round resign'd, and, though forlorn and old, 
Sought, for Life's prop, some new though slender hold; 
Forced my worn heart with younger hearts to play, 
And hush'd all waitings for my former day. 

Long past the limit Life allows to man, 
I tread yet gaily through my lengthen'd span ; 
Still patient hear my age-allotted day, 
And smile submission as I waste away. 
Oh, could my weak example influence find, 
Thus would I urge it to thy wiser mind: 
Pause, matchless Scott ! revoke thy harsh decree, 
Call hack the Muse, and grant the boon to me. 
Oh, pause, nor shade, though wearied with Life's scene, 
The blooming bow€rs of Pindus with the spleen. 
Mourn not man's fate ; but, with true Christian breast, 
Cheer thine own heart by charming all the rest. 
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THE FAREWELL. 

Adieu, my friend, with whom, through many a day, 

I 've pass'd my happiest hours of life away ; 

Who still with mirth, in social kindness drest, 

Dispell'd Life's cares, and lighten'd every breast ; 

Oft do I wish to meet, at life's decease, 

Thy cheerful spirit in the realms of Peace ; 

And say, if worth a claim to mercy prove, 

Sure hearts like thine must share the bliss above. 

Alas ! my friend, how rare are breasts below 

That soothe with sympathy each other's woe ; 

That feel a wakeful interest to relieve, 

And breathe a ready sigh when others grieve : 

So civic structure wars with Nature's plan, 

Vice binds, in hostile traffic, man to man ; 

And all the ends and aims of art-form'd life 

Are base-born passions urged in jealous strife. 

All this I saw in early life, and chose 

To steer a simple course, and seek repose ; 
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Implored bright Phoebus for one guiding gleam 

To light me safely through this turbid stream. 

Long have I courted now, in 'rural shade, 

A cheerful lesson from the Muse's aid ; 

Which, if on life it turn'd, I still restored, 

A social tribute, to the festive board. 

There, prompt at call, and charm'd my scrap to bring, 

I cheer'd my spirit, while I roused the ring, 

And coloured so the visions of my day, 

Though grave at home, they there were ever gay. 

Thus, in a chequer'd course of light and shade, 

With Life I reason* d, and with Fancy play'd : 

A task that ever, to repay my heart, 

Still banish'd Dulness and bade Care depart. 

Life's lesson often pain'd my heart it 's true ; 

But every thought that rose had mirth in view, 

And all my musings wore a cheerful strife 

To quicken joy and gild the gloom of life. 

'T is true this mingled course of light and shade 

To some my turn of temper doubtful made ; 

And, where my paltry life a notice drew, 

Few judged me justly, or my nature knew. 

Some call'd me grave, reflective, and recluse, 

Some a wild Bacchanal, inflamed and loose ; 

But those whom Friendship's link more closely twined 

Knew well the texture of my humble mind, 
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Saw social virtue in my gayest theme, 
And well repaid me with a warm esteem. 
fond Remembrance — ever mayst thou last — 
Of that blest board where all my days have past, 
Where kindred breasts I happily saw so long 
Embraced my motives, and approved my song ; 
Where sinking hearts of every shade would stray, 
To chase the languors of their pensive day ; 
Where Misery e'en sought solace for its care, 
And ever hoped it when my help was there. 
Hail, happy roof ! long mayst thou be below 
The heart's asylum in a world of woe ; 
And long, when my old rusty pipe is gone, 
May Fate supply thee with a firmer tone ; 
And bid thine echoes, with consoling sound, 
Wake joy within, and spread delight around ! 
For this great end I *ve toil'd, and proof obtain'd 
My task was welcome, and its object gain'd. 
But, as my jovial aids to help the scene 
May wake some black-brow'd cynic's rancorous spleen, 
Here to my cheerful friends my thanks I pay, 
And wish my peevish judge a merrier day. 
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CARE BEGUILED. 

In Life as grim Care ever follows to watch us, 

Let 's dodge the old rogue, if we can ; 
We can shirk him to-night, though so keenly he watches 

To follow the footsteps of man. 
We can mount up the track of bright Fancy, to leave 
him, 

A path quite unknown to his sight ; 
And with Mirth's vary'd turns so perplex and deceive 
him, 

He '11 not find a road for his spite. 

From Bacchus, the regent of Fancy's sweet bowers, 

Let 's seek then a passport to Joy ; 
He '11 brighten our path, while he strengthens our 
powers, 

And lead us where Care can't annoy. 
So brightly he gilds Fancy's visions to bless us, 

Where Fate has form'd breasts for its light, 
That, though all the clouds of black Care would 
oppress us, 

They shan't show their shadows to-night. 
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Then ope the blest fountain he sends for man's bosom, 

Taste gaily the heart-easing stream ; 
All weight of earth's cares will then sink till we lose 'em, 

And Life a fair Paradise seem. 
This drop I 've long used for Life's ease, and the fact is 

A sure panacea I 've found ; 
And my friends kindly own, where I follow the practice, 

It ever spreads pleasure around. 

This social delight, to extend human blessing, 

So prompts me to weary my Muse, 
That her aid and her notice I 'm ever addressing, 

And I fear oft her patience abuse ; 
Yet still in her flight she allows me some favour ; 

And, dropping gay hints in her way, 
Still bids me convey them to those that are graver, 

And well I her orders obey. 

There ever I find fellow smiles to attend me, 

While Mirth's sweet reward I obtain ; 
There wake the heart's fervours, to rise and befriend 
me, 

And chorus in rapture my strain. 
Oh I often to Fate I return a thanksgiving 

That kindly it left to my share 
To gather the flowers of Fancy while living, 

And sweeten the bosom of Care. 



But now, as the scythe of old Time is uplifted, 

And low in his glaas ray sands lie, 
This old head of mine, though so merrily gifted, 

Must soon a grave subject supply. 
Then all I shall say, if I once must be -gloomy, 

I 've kept him with mirth off so long, 
That, till the last day the old tyrant, shall doom n 

He shan't rob my heart of a song. 



B old is the eye that, forced through tears to gaze, 

L ooks at the sun, yet can't withstand its rays : 

A nd thus do my rash eyes' too daring views 

G aze 'gainst the flame thy dazzling charms diffuse. 

R eason still bids me from the strife elope, 

O ppoae the impulse, and repress the hope. 

V aln admonition I for, while thus I strive, 

E ach struggle stirs and keeps the flame alive. 
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THE CORDIAL. 

Close your files, my dear lads ; let us draw round the 
bowl: 

In one aim let 's concentrate our mirth ; 
Let us sweeten with Sympathy's spirit the soul, 

And brighten with Fancy the earth ! 
Let us light up the vision that Care never sees ; 

Let us clear off the mists of our day ; 
Let no passion awake, but the passion to please, 

Or the mirth that drives dulness away ! 

The balm of the grape, when cares worry and vex, 

Is a cordial Fate soothingly sends ; 
And sure the best help, when Life's discords perplex 

Is the concord of merry-mix'd friends. 
Then let 's sweeten the potion, and well mix it up ; 

With Cheerfulness revel and sip, 
Throw the heart-witching spell of Content in our cup, 

And feed the best charm from the lip. 



THE CORDIAL. 
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I scorn the sham moral the cold-hearted teach, 

Or the malice of cynics who rail ; 
Dull heads and sour bosoms 'gainst Pleasure still 
preach ; 

But with me their base aims ever fail. 
All the health, all the spirits, all hope I enjoy, 

In my gay cheerful habits are seen ; 
I am not then a fool, for these fiends to decoy 

Into Misery, by Malice and Spleen. 

How charming when Mirth's lighten'd spirit surveys 

Life's aspect fair-coloured and gay ; 
When no sullen humour a shadow dare raise, 

And our thoughts in hilarity play I 
How sweet upon earth is this soul-softened life, 

How holy and grateful above, 
When the bosom below sweetly sleeps on man's strife, 

And wakes to the blessings of Jove I 



332 



VERSES, 

OCCASIONED BY AN EARNEST REQUEST FROM 

THE MEMBERS OF THE BEEF-STEAK SOCIETY, 

TO CAPTAIN MORRIS, 

Then on the verge of ninety years of age, to appear once more 
amongst them before he quitted the world. 

Well, I 'm come, my dear friends, your kind wish to 

obey, 
And drive, by light Mirth, all Life's shadows away ; 
To turn the heart's sighs to the throbbings of Joy, 
And a grave aged man to a merry old boy. 

'T is a bold transformation, a daring design, 
But not past the power of Friendship and Wine ; 
And I trust that e'en yet this warm mixture will raise 
A brisk spark of light o'er the shade of my days. 

The swan, it is said by the poets, still tries 
To sing, if he can, a last song ere he dies : 
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So, like him, my dear brethren, 1 11 do what I can, 
Though th' attempt savours more of the goose than the 
swan. 

When I look round this board, and recall to my breast 
How long here I sat, and how long I was blest, 
In a mingled effusion, that steals to my eyes, 
I sob o'er the wishes that Life now denies. 

'T was here my youth, manhood, and age used to pass, 
Till Time bade me mark the low sands in his glass : 
Then with grief that alone Death can hide from my 

view, 
I gave up the blessing, and sadly withdrew. 

But my sorrow is soothed, my dear friends, let me say, 
As your " tribute of friendship " I proudly survey, 
That my heart can yet glow with the joy it reveals, 
And my tongue has yet power to tell what it feels. 

How many bright spirits I Ve seen disappear, 
While Fate's lucky lot held me happily here I 
How many kind hearts and gay bosoms gone by, 
That have left me to mingle my mirth with a sigh. 

But whate'er be the lot that Life's course may afford, 
Or howe'er Fate may chequer this ever-loved board, 
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So the memory of Pleasure brings Sorrow relief, 
That a ray of past joy ever gleams o'er the grief. 

And still in your presence more brightly it glows : 
Here high mount my spirits, where always they rose ; 
Here a sweet mingled vision of present and past 
Still blesses my sight, and will bless to the last. 

When my spirits are low, for relief and delight, 
I still place your splendid memorial* in sight ; 
And call to my Muse, when Care strives to pursue, 
" Bring the steaks to my memory, and bowl to my 



view." 



When brought — at its sight all the blue devils fly, 
And a world of gay visions rise bright to my eye ; 
Cold Fear shuns the Cup where warm Memory flows ; 
And Grief shamed by Joy, hides his budget of woes. 

'T is a pure holy fount, where for ever I find 
A sure double charm for the body and mind ; 
•For I feel, while I 'm cheer'd by the drop that I lift, 
I 'm blest bj the motive that hallows the gift. 

* A large and elegant silver bowl, with an appropriate inscrip- 
tion, presented by the Society as a testimonial of affectionate 
esteem. 
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Then take, my dear friends, my best thanks and my 

praise, 
For a boon that thus comforts and honours my days ; 
And permit me to say, as there's Life in a Bowl, 
That Taste forms its body, but Friendship its soul. 



LINES 



ON MY DAUGHTER'S LITTLE PUBLICATION, 



ON DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 



Dear, only child !• sole darling of my day, 
Accept a tribute that I'm bless'd to. pay. 
Due doubly when, with pleasing pride, I find 
The mental powers that grace thy cultured mind ; 
And see, where'er thy filial footsteps move, 
The guide of Reason in the garb of Love. 
Few parents, 'midst Life's scenes of Vice and Art, 
Can hold so pure a blessing to their heart ; 
Yet some there are, no doubt, by Heaven's design, 
Who feel as just and grateful joys as mine : 
Long may they, with a like reviving power, 
Gild the dull shade of Age's languid hour ; 
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And feel, while here 'midst restless cares they move, 
The sweet sure solace of their children's love, 

Pleased, I behold thy pen a sketch prepare 
To raise sure blessings from domestic care. 
Well hast thou weigh'd and practised all it shows ; 
And proved, by comfort, whence that comfort rose I 
Take, for the rules thy little book conveys, 
A partial parent's fond approving praise ; 
For sure I am, when folks to read incline, 
The praise of many tongues will echo mine. 
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MY ADIEU TO THE TOWN. 

Well I here 's a parting cup : 

Adieu to London town ! 
One King set me up, 

T' other King knock'd me down. 
With one I laugh'd and play'd, 

With t'other I sob and sigh ; 
Thus Fate, with light and shade, 

A frown and smile supply. 

My loaf's now split in two : 

But half is better than none : 
And now I Ve nought to do, 

But carefully cut and run. 
So off to the shade I trot, 

To carve my scrap with care, 
And pick the bone I Ve got, 

That hasn't a bit to spare. 

VOL. II. 
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What an up-and-down is this ? 

A shift from palace to cot : 
What a balance of hit and miss 

In an upset favourite's lot ! 
On earth all things thus go, 

Here nought must last or fix ; 
All 's heads and tails below, 

Till the last toss up jn the Styx. 

I '11 ne'er repine or blame, 

For just 's my sad mishap ; 
I own, without much claim* 

I was thrown in Fortune's lap. 
She smiled so sweet and strong, • 

'T is fair to bear her frown ; 
And hearts held up so long 

Should drop with patience down. 

One blessing, indeed, is left, 

To dream o'er joys gone by ; 
And cheer the heart bereft, 

With Memory's bright'ning eye. 
So thus in life's mishap 

I '11 still past joys renew : 
And, while I piek my scrap, 

Have still beef-steaks in view. 
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Then heigh for the nymphs and swains ; 

For sylphs, and satyrs, and Pan I 
For paddocks, and ponds, and plains, 

And shades for a rural man ! 
I come to ye, toads and frogs, 

To croak with ye while I fast, 
And quit Town's poisonous fogs, 

That have bljgnted my age at last. 



q2 



340 



THE THUNDER OF BRITAIN AND 
LIGHTNING OF FRANCE. 

Since Poland, now no land, 

In slavery lies : 
And the Czar has, by war, 

Seized the whole as his prize ; 
Since he 's sent every chief, 
Stripp'd and bound as a thief, 
To be famish'd and froze, 
'Midst Siberia's snows ; 
And laughs at all nations who pity their woes : 
South Europe for freedom now rests her sole chance, 
On the thunder of Britain and lightning of France. 

Since Europe slept fast 

While this infamy past, 
And nought could her slumber disquiet ; 

It seem'd to declare 

To the Muscovite bear 
He 'd nothing to do but to try it. 
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That he '11 do by and by ; 
To the South he 's an eye, 
Fair lands and sweet climes are good quarters ; 
And he only now waits 
A fit time from the Fates 
To send forth his legions of Tartars. 
As his views are thus plain, 
Let me ask then again, 
What can save Europe's chance 
From the tyrant's advance, 
But the thunder of Britain and lightning of France ? 

There isn't a soul, 
From equator to pole, 
That does'nt revolt at such evil ; 
Save the horrible hordes 
The Czar's deserts afford, 
Ever ready for deeds of the Devil. 
Sharp, then, let 's look about 
Ere these devils come out, 
Who wade still through blood for their plunder ; 
Nor in sloth sink our souls, 
As we did for the Poles, 
Till our ruin 's the fruit of our blunder. 
Nought can save Europe's chance 
From the tyrant's advance, 
But the thunder of Britain and lightning of France. 
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Soon may come what I fear, 

(Though I hope it 's not near ; 
But we mustn't be careless and quiet) ; 

Whate'er it may please \ 

His great Czarship to seize 
He 11 not scruple a moment to try it. 

And should Europe's brave sons 

Be subdued by these Huns, 
Every chief that scap'd Muscovite fire 

Would, like the brave Pole, 

Broke in body and soul, 
Be sent to this Hell to expire. 

But we 11 save Europe's chance 

From the tyrant's advance, 
By the thunder of Britain and lightning of France. 

Then let them not mix 

Base Diplomacy's tricks, 
To lull us, while danger 's preparing ; 

Brew humbugs and lied 

To bewilder our eyes, 
And set up their traps for ensnaring. 

Let us watch with due care 

The wild Russian bear ; 
Have our bull-dogs all ready to meet him ; 

With the whole of the pack 

Drive the animal back, 
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Or worry the beast till we beat him. 
Thus we '11 save Europe's chance 
From the tyrant's advance, 
By the thunder of Britain and lightning of France. 



* 



THE END. 
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